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JOHNSTON & MURPHY 


Soe fore Men 


A brilliant day ... track fast . . . excitement 
running high. Grandstands and grassy paddocks 
...a colorful gathering of the world of fashion. 
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At rendezvous of gentlemen, you mark the 
presence of smartly fashioned sport oxfords by 
Johnston & Murphy. The White Buckskin 
trimmed with tan or black is notable for the 
J] & M highest quality. 
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JOHN RPHY 
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Newark, N. J. 
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Belmont Park 
Long Island 


The Ambassador Sport Oxford, Style No. 502 


A cool, light, snug-fitring oxford in White Buckskin trimmed with black 
ortan. Sold by a leading dealer near you. Ask for style booklet. 
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vhe big summer “‘trek”’ is on. Many of you will travel thousands 
of miles, often over wet, slippery cement, blistering asphalt and rock 
strewn detours. 

Weak tires will blow, cheaply made tires will show “‘yellow’’, while too 
light tires will demonstrate their false economy. 

Why expose your dear ones to needless inconveniences and even 
dangers by careless tire attention. 

Get good tires and be sure they are big enough. Ask the LEE of Consho- 
hocken dealer in your town what kind of tires your car and your driv- 
ing require. LEE dealers know tires. 

The LEE Shoulderbilt is a Heavy Duty masterpiece, not only ideal 
for those little giants—Fords and Chevrolets—but also for the bigger 
cars whose weight and power necessitate, for safety sake, thick and 
wide treads, sturdy side walls and generous air space. 

Oversize, even for balloons, these Shoulderbilts are so big, so thick, 
so strong, that any car tired with them will carry on where most others 
give up. 

Make the summer trek on Tires by LEE of Conshohocken. LEE dealers 
all over the country are ready to serve you, and in other countries too, 
if your trek aie that far. 
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LEE TIRE & RUBBER COMPANY 


Factories: CONSHOHOCKEN, Pa. and YouNGsTOWN, On10 
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TIRES BY 
LEE 0f Conshohocken 
Heavy Duty SHOULDERBILT 
Balloon 
Steers more easily, wears much longer than 
any tire we know. 

Lee BALLoon 
A lighter but extremely well made tire. 

Lee DeLuxe Frat Tread 
The old faithful high pressure tire. Has been 
and still is the peer of all high pressure tires. 

LEELAND 

Balloon and High Pressure 
Asecond line tire. Less expensive but great 
money value. 

Lee Puncture Proor 

Balloon and High Pressure 
Resists nails, glass, etc. For ambulances, 
commercial a. wh and any vehicle where 
time is valuable. 

Lee Bus AnD Truck PNeuMaTIC 
Abig heavy tire which must and does stand 
terrific punishment. 

Lee STaGHouND 
The incomparable solid tire. Will do what 
no other solid tire can do. 
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COST NO MORE TO BUY—MUCH LESS TO RUN 


LIFE 


New York 





: Published Weekly by Life Publishing Company, 598 Madison Ave., New York, N. Y. Subscription, $5.00. Vol. 
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VOLUMES 


Capable of printing in a single day more sheets 
than are ordinarily bound between the covers of ten 
thick books, the Mimeograph stands alone as a rapid 
duplicator. Form-letters, bulletins, diagrams, etc., are 
its fluent product. And literally it speaks volumes. 
No especial skill is needed for its operation. Its pur- 
chase cost is not large. Its after cost is trivial. Because 
it easily does its important work privately, taking 
confidential matters out of the hands of careless printers, 
it has become an essential in many industries; because it 
is the speediest and most economical of all means of 
simple duplication it has become standard equipment 





throughout the world. It is a volume producer. Why not 
get full particulars today? A. B. Dick Company, Chicago. 
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Our Candidate Is Now Sitting Pretty 


The Dissatisfied Voters of Both Parties Have Suddenly 


Beverty Huts, Catir. 
You can’t imagine the support that I have 
got for my party since the two clown 
Conventions. 

We are picking up the “Dissatisfied 
Element” from both parties, and by that 
I mean everybody that didn’t get their 
Picture taken at either Convention. 

We've got all the Wet-Dry Republicans 
and all the Dry-Wet Democrats on our 
side now, and we've got all the farmers 
from both parties with a scattering of 
votes from the Republicans who bet the 
wrong way on the meaning of the word 
“choose” and from the Democrats who 
thought that Al Smith would dictate the 
platform. 

Since leaving Houston I have had time 
to get back home and relax. 

No I take that back, I dident relax. I 
wanted to be different from the other two 
Candidates. 

I have read nothing in the last two 
weeks only about them “Relaxing,” So 
just for meanness, I wouldent relax. 

So you have got a Candidate that is 
not relaxed, and I won’t relax until I’m 
elected. 

That’s the time for Candidates to Re- 
lax—after election. Everything they do 
when they are in there looks like it was 
done when relaxed. 


I mer Tex Rickard down at Houston, and 
he wanted to put on our Party’s next 
Convention. 


Developed a Hatred of Bunk 


by 
WILL ROGERS 


I told him we had no Conventions, 
That the Conventions were the first form 
of bunk we had eliminated, That our 
party had to do all their sweating at home, 
That we dident want our perspiration 
scattered in halls all over the Country. 

I told him that if our Constituents 
couldent make a fool out of themselves 
at home, there was no reason for them 
to go away to places like Kansas City 
and Houston and practice. 

Our appeal and one of the planks in 
our Platform is to the person that has 
no ambition to stand in a packed Hotel 
Lobby and wipe somebody elses perspir- 
ing neck instead of your own. 

The Anti-Bunk Party is also against 
Badges. Wearing Badges has~ ruined 
more people than Toupees. 

Tex Rickard wanted to put on our 
Convention in conjunction with the 
Tunney-Heeney fight. 

He said he needed something to get the 
customers in there. 

I asked him why he dident get Demp- 
sey. He said he would as soon as he 
counted up what he lost on this. 

I told him an Anti-Bunk Convention 
wouldent hardly fit in with one of his 
rackets. He should put them on with 
the Republicans, or Democrats. 

You see the way both Parties are play- 
ing to both the Wets and Drys—and then 
they tell you there is no “Bunk” in Poli- 
tics. 

Now there is just one thing that I want 








to repeat from one of my earlier speeches, 
and that is that there will be no effort 
for Sex Appeal in this campaign. Of 
course if it unconsciously creeps in, why 
we can’t help that. 

I just want to make that clear, because 
I understand there’s lots of votes from 
women coming in, and when I| was in 
Houston I was the only allegedly male 
guest at a breakfast of over a thousand 
women. 

We're glad to have so much support 
from the ladies for our Party, but if 
it turns out that it’s only Sex Appeal that’s 
getting the votes then they'll have to 
stop printing my picture in the paper. 
That’s final. 

(Our Candidate has pointed out that 
the Democrats have left Al Smith 
stranded in the center of Death Valley. 

With a Wet Candidate on a Dry Plat- 
form, no Democrat will know next fall 
what side he is voting for. 

The Republicans have been more defi- 
nite. In commenting on Prohibition in 
their platform, they have reaffirmed the 
glorious principles of Washington and 
Lincoln—both of whom were so instru- 
mental in putting the Volstead Act across. 

Vote for Will Rogers—the only Can- 
didate who talks sense—the only Candi- 
date who says what he thinks—the only 
Candidate with the courage of independ- 
ence. 

Watch this space every week for bulle- 
tins from Our Candidate. 
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‘* THE GREAT AMERICAN CIRCUS ”’ 


As seen by Low, in the London Evening Standard 





Our Candidate Is Going Big in England 


Of Course That Hurts His Chances in Chicago 


We know that the most effective way to 
condemn a presidential candidate in the 
eyes of the professional patriots is to inti- 
mate that he is popular and respected in 
the heathen countries outside the United 
States, but just the same, we can’t with- 
hold the above cartoon from the London 
Evening Standard nor the following edi- 
torial from the London Daily Express: 


‘PRESIDENT WILL ROGERS 


“Our much admired contemporary, Lire, insists 
upon running Will Rogers, the cowboy phil- 
osopher-comedian, for the Presidency of the 
United States. Before dismissing the idea as a 
mere jest, we wonder if Lire is not making a 
suggestion worth some serious consideration. Mr. 
Rogers has met so many presidents and princes 
that high office would not make him giddy. 
He would reach the presidential chair un- 
hampered by too many ‘loyalties’ to political 
colleagues of the past. As a citizen of the world 
he would avoid that unreality of utterance which 
is so often characteristic of Washington when 
dealing with international affairs. What is more, 
Mr. Rogers is a supremely successful business 
man, having capitalized himself for more than 
a considerable fortune. Therefore he would face 
the oil magnates and the Wall Street barons with 
an understanding eye. Mr. Rogers is a joker. 
So was Abraham Lincoln. But there is a differ- 
ence between a joker and a joke. We would 


much prefer seeing a humorist turn into a 
conscious politician than continue to witness so 
many politicians becoming unconscious humor- 
ists.”’ 


Just to prove that Our Candidate is also 
appreciated in his own country, we re- 
print a pertinent comment from the San 
Angelo (Texas) Times: 

**Believe it or not, Will Rogers, the comedian, 
is a deeper student and knows more about mat- 
ters of state and world problems from a com- 
mon old hoss-sense point of view, as a typical 
“West Texan’ would say, than the present in- 
cumbent or some twenty-seven out of twenty- 
nine others. Let’s have a REAL comedian in the 
White House.’’ 

In other words, as we have already 
pointed out, Our Candidate, if elected, 
will be the first President in sixty-three 
years who is funny intentionally. 


THERE’s one politician among those who 
spoke at the Conventions that we'd like 
to have on our side. If the Democrats 
ever decide to ask waivers on Franklin D. 
Roosevelt, we’ll claim him at once. 


In his speech in this issue, Our Can- 
didate tells of Tex Rickard’s attempt to 








land the Bunkless Party’s Convention for 
Madison Square Garden, saying that the 
great arena will be available for our use 
when the last of the Marathon Dancers 
has died of inertia. 

This is just another example of the rot- 
ten commercialism that is bound to creep 
into the most altruistic enterprises. 

We haven’t had a convention—and we 
don’t intend to have one. Our Candi 
date was nominated by a small group of 
influential citizens, gathered together in 
a hotel room. The room rent was os 
by Mr. Rogers himself, because he hap 
pened to be living there at the time. No 
drinks were served, and not one cigar was 
smoked. The guests furnished their own 
Camels. 


We haven’t yet had a chance to count the 
votes that have already come in to the 
Bunkless Party offices, but it appears to be 
certain that we have already passed our 
first month’s quota (whatever it is). It 
you want to join this great movement t 
beat Bunk, write to Rogers Campaiga 
Headquarters, 598 Madison Avenue, New 
York. 














—_ 


Meditations in the Cloak and 
Suit District 


HorrisLE THOUGHT 


Levin, Eisenberg and Perls’ 

Line is Hats for Growing Girls. 
There’s a business that would be 
Fraught with too much risk for me. 
Females are too much inclined 
Toward a sudden change of mind. 
Think of the financial blow 

If the style were—not to grow! 


Happy THOUGHT 


Kleinman, Kellermann, Kraus and Klar 
Converters of Cotton Fabrics are. 

He is more useful who converts 

Cotton than cannibals into shirts. 


Tue Perrect STATE 
Rifkin, Klein and Rappaport 
Manufacture Clothes for Sport. 
Happier man there can be none 


Than he who finds in work his fun. 


NotrurNo 
(Lento con duolo) 
Night and the price of underwear 
falling. 
Birds and the city marshal’s men 
calling. 
Skies and the cheeks of creditors 
paling. 
Daylight and Katz and Rosenstein 
failing. 
Critica Norte 


There is, in all great art, simplicity; 
A scorn of frills or arabesquerie; 

















“Nossah, mah wife an’ I got money now; she was run down by a big truck last week.” 








An elemental force and strength, un- 
spent 
On empty phrase and wordy ornament. 
It is that thing found in Gregorian 
chants, 
The Doric column and 
I. Ginsberg 
PANTS 


Baron Ireland. 














“Dear....give Mother.. 


..the cocktail shaker.” 





Former Newspaper Reporter 
Explains Tardiness to Boss 


“TorrENTIAL rains falling all last night, 
swelling the creeks and sewers of the city 
to a flood height of unprecedented pro- 
portions, in my own case, made me late. 

“In the low basin where Jones Street 
intersects Smith Street, the grasping 
waters raced relentlessly, almost carrying 
me with them. 

“A motorist (that’s me) stalled his en- 
gine midway of the tempestuous stream. 
He was compelled to climb out into the 
muddy waters and push his car to safety 
(making me an hour late at the office). 

“City officials stated that the excess 
water would be summarily dealt with 
and that traffic again would be moving 
normally by tomorrow so, dear boss, 
this won’t happen again.” 

Leonard Painter. 





A BRASS TACK 

“We had a wonderful trip! We saw 
snow-crested summits leaping toward the 
cerulean heavens, we saw foaming tor- 
rents raging through the bottoms of 
shadowy canyons, we looked down from 
beetling crags into the depths of limpid 
lakes, we traversed sylvan glades shot 
with flashes of golden sunlight, we—” 

“How many miles to the gallon did 
you get?” 


































































































took a not- 
ion for huts or 
pyramids, teepees 
or stys he wigwagged 
across to his bungalow 
Boss and tattled his new 
enterprise: “Now, Mister Bah- 
Gee,” for instance says he, be- 
hesting a new pyramid,“ You'll kind- 
Ui ly inform us how large and enormous 
| 





“Your Royal Pomposity, such curiosity star- 








you think you can make it, old kid.” 
i mity goes in conformity with what the builder 
man gits. With a preg number of brickbats 
and lumber I'll build one abovt to your eyes but, 
P Your Highness Imperial, twice that material means] 
can double the size.” Then the doer of deeds took ahitch | 
at his tweeds and slanted a wink at the Queen and he sput- 
tered to Tut of a peach of a cut in a perfectly trig magazine: 
“Your Joblots Majestic, no chateau domestic could interest a na- 
| bob like you but see what the printer's supplied for your squinters 
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' OO! tles me almost to fits, since building enor- 
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to leer and luxuriate through! Now, Muck-a-Muck Kingly, considering 
singly the various idees lve got, here’s one that is classy, styled 
‘Tripe Demi Tassy—but just taxe your pick of the lot. Here’s one tricked 
with gables (that room could be Mabel’s) and look at those mission bell towers! —_ ovr 
This one is rococo. Here’s one just as loco, with appliquéd jiblets and flowers” Ta 
“Bah-Gee, you old coot, these messes don't suit, they're over-bedizened and sweet. 
Your taste is Centennial, I seek the perennial, so make it not gaudy but neat.” “’Tis 
well, old Big Leaguer! Your Majesty's eager to have it as simple as rain, so, you be the 
Doctor and I the Concoctor.”+++++++++++++++++ Our photograph shows it was plain. 








IDS} LSI I 








a bbe Sree 
~ at. Fe 3 * 





Movie Macnate: I want a man who can say NO, when I talk nonsense. Are you that man? 


Movie 


AppLicant: No! 


MAGNATE (enthusiastically) : 


You're hired! 





Help! Help! Sherlock! 
It was in the summer of 1929 that I ran 
down to his homé in Sussex, to see my 
old friend, Sherlock Holmes. 

I found Holmes seated in the garden, 
near his beehives. His eyes were closed, 
and he sat without moving, a rug over 
his knees. Mrs. Hudson, his housekeeper, 
told me that he had been sorely afflicted 
with rheumatism, and could only hobble 
from his bed to his chair in the garden. 

“Ah, Watson!” said he, without look- 
ing up, or even opening his eyes. “You 
bring the usual whiff of iodoform with 
you.” 

“Holmes,” I replied, “I have been 
talking by telephone with Creedon of the 
New York police. There has been a mur- 
der in the Browne family; in the old 
family mansion in 54th Street.” 

“Wonderful people, the Americans,” 
murmured Holmes. ““Their motto is: A 
murder a day keeps boredom away.” 

“Creedon says the situation is serious. 
It is now the custom in New York, it 
appears, for a murderer to establish him- 
self in a household, and work right 





through, from the second housemaid up 
to the head of the family.” 

Holmes opened one eye. 

“One of the Browne family has been 
killed,—or so I understood Creedon’s 
phrase. ‘Bumped off’ was what he said. 
An amateur detective has been retained. 
He is the leading consultant in the States; 


the greatest criminal expert ever produced 


in America. His name, I understand, is 
Philo Vance.” 

Holmes sprang up, his eyes blazing. 

“My God, Watson! Vance! Do you 
realize what happened when he handled 
the Greene murder case? And now the 
Browne family! They're all doomed, | 
tell you: every man jack of them!” 

In a second the aged detective, his 
rheumatism cured as by a miracle, was 
dashing toward the house, shouting for 
Mrs. Hudson to pack our bags. He rushed 
to the telephone, and put through a call 
to the Government aérodrome. Two 
hours later, Holmes and I, seated in the 
cockpit of one of the swiftest planes, were 
far out over the Atlantic, bound for New 
York on our errand of rescue. 

Holmes, with his old fore-and-aft cap 
pulled down over his hawklike face, gazed 
straight ahead. He spoke only once during 
the twenty hours. This was to mutter: 

“Philo Vance retained! Poor devils!” 


Next day, at noon, we stood in the 
library of the Browne mansion. There 


| 


| were present the District Attorney of New 

York, three detectives, and a large dele- 
gation of journalists. We had already 
viewed the body of young Jethro Browne. 
| As we were talking with the officials, the 
policemen separated, and one of them an- 
nounced, in tones of deep respect: 

“Mr. Philo Vance, sir!” 

It was plain that they considered this 
a great moment: the meeting of the two 
famous detectives. We looked toward the 
door, where there appeared a young man, 
hastily fitting a monocle into his eye. It 
gave him much trouble, but at last he 
got it to stay in place, when he came 
forward and saluted Holmes. 
| “Mr. Holmes! Ah, most extraordin’ry! 
| Simply rippin’, I’m sure. Charmed to 
| have you here.” 

Holmes bowed. 

“Mr. Vance,” said he, “perhaps if you 
will outline your plans, we need not work 
at cross-purposes.” 

“Right-o!” said the American de- 
tective. “Awf’ly toppin’ of you, old bean. 
This is the way of it, d’ye see? This 
afternoon I shall take all these police 
johnnies up to the Metropolitan Museum 
an’ show ’em the old weapons in the 
Armor Room. Deliver a little talk, myself, 
what, what? All about the petronels, and 
arquebuses, an’ so on. While we are there 
I expect Grandpa and Grandma Browne 
to be assassinated. Tomorrow, a little con- 
ference on moacrn music; I'll have the 
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“Guess who?” 
“Lucky Strikes!” 





whole police force there, and describe 
how Gershwin derives from Bildad, the 
Assyrian composer. Aunt Minnie, and the 
twins, will prob’ly be murdered while we 
are absent. At noon, my friend the District 
Attorney and I will lunch at the Club, and 
settle the question of the difference be- 
tween Eggs Benedict and Eggs Benedic- 
tine. Directly after lunch I expect to hear 
that Sister Susie, the butler, little Ned, 
and old Uncle Peter have been slain. 
That evening I’ll compile a bibliography 
of crime, while our friend the murderer 
is at work on Browne pére, the cook, and 
the rest of the girls. I may find a moment 
to enlighten old Markham on the work 
of the Viennese psychiatrists. Thursday 
I’m going down to the Grosvenor to see 
a chap who has a collection of Japanese 
sword-guards, and when I come back I 
expect to hear that, except for little 
Eloise, they’re all jolly well mopped up. 
What, what? Then I'll bring my powers 
to bear, and maybe drag dear, dear 
Eloise off to the dungeon. If they’re all 
dead but Eloise it will be clear she’s the 
murderess. Clever, what? N’est-ce pas? 
Nicht wahr? Hoi polloi? Lambda, mu, 
nu? You are a linguist, Mr. Holmes?” 

“Not precisely,” said Holmes. “It is 
very satisfactory to know your program, 
Mr. Vance, and I am sure we shall not 
conflict in any way. Also, to use your racy 
American phrase, it is quite clear to me 
now where the Browne family get off. 
I will meet you here, Thursday afternoon 
—in time for the arrest.” 

Holmes went to work with his usual 





energy, and on Thursday we were again 
in the library of Mr. Browne. In addition 
to the others, there were present a group 
of eight or nine ladies and gentlemen who 
were not at the other interview. Vance 
had not yet arrived; it was understood he 
had taken the traffic police up to see the 
paintings in the Hispanic Museum. 

Finally he came in, polishing his 
monocle. 

“Ah!” said he. “Simply top-hole, eh, 
what? Quite ready for the arrest? Where’s 
little Eloise?” 

“My daughter,” said Mr. Browne, 
coming forward, “is here. But I do not 
think she will be arrested. You see, Mr. 
Vance, my family and I myself have an 
aversion to being murdered. We wouldn’t 
for worlds interrupt your delightful 
causeries on art, but we observed how our 
neighbors, the Greenes, were slaughtered 
one by one, while you enlightened the 
American public on Venetian glass and 
German criminology. As a detective, if I 
may say so, you are a charming professor 
of aesthetics. Mr. Holmes, here, pursuing 
those methods which have made him 
celebrated, arrested my chauffeur two 
days ago. The chauffeur has confessed to 
killing my son, and planning to kill the 
rest of us. He is now in the Tombs, and 
I take pleasure in proffering Mr. Holmes 
this check.” 

“Oh, I say, y’ know!” exclaimed the 
American detective. 

“Mr. Vance,” said Holmes, “had you 
any relatives in Scotland Yard?” 


WX -Geo- 
Weems 


“Honest ta God, Mame—Greta Garbo ain't 
a thing ta me.” 





“I studied under Inspector Gregson,” 
said Vance. 

“Ah, I thought as much. I seemed to 
recognize the old Gregson touch. It has 
grown lighter, with the years. Dear old 
Gregson, dear old Gregson! How | 
loved him! How the murderers relied on 
him! Do let me present Dr. Watson,— 
you have so much in common!” 


Edmund Pearson. 








DENIED 
Kino Lapy (to red-cheeked little boy): 
Well, my little man, you’ve got roses in 
your cheek, haven’t you? 
Litre Man: Naw, ma’am—that’s a 
wad of gum. 
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Harassep Dramatic Eprror: What’s that you want to know? Which one is Moran 
and which one is Mack? 
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SPORTSMEN and SPORTS 


The Troubles of Tex 


Tuts is more of a 
financial article than 
a sports story and 
the moral of it is 
“The Government’'ll 
git you ef you don’t 
watch out!” 

The hero or the 
villain or the victim 
or something is Mr. 
George L. (Tex) 

Rickard, who is a man of dual personality 
at least. To the purchasers of ringside 
seats he is an astute and stony-hearted 
promoter who charges outrageous prices 
for a faint and faraway look at nothing 
at all. To the champion prize-fighters of 
the day he is a courtly and benevolent 
philanthropist who gives away fortunes 
to such deserving objects of charity as 
themselves. 

Just recently, however, the legislators 





at Washington, D. C., took a high hand 
in Mr. Rickard’s little game and decided 
that the peace and prosperity of this 
country required the placing of a 25°, 
tax on expensive admission tickets to 
prize-fights. That hit Mr. Rickard below 
the money belt. He is the only man in the 
country who sells really expensive fight 
tickets; that is, ringside tickets running 
from $25 to $50 in face value and as 
much more as the speculators can get for 
them. 


With tears as big as derbies rolling 
down his cheeks, Tex pointed out that a 
$40 ticket for the Tunney-Heeney fight 
would mean only $30.60 when the federal 
and state taxes were deducted, which 
would be a horrible state of affairs in a 
civilized country. “Bankruptcy!” said Mr. 
Rickard. “Ruin; stark ruin! The game 
can’t stand it. It will kill boxing.” He 
carried his plaint to politicians, news- 
papermen and anyone who would listen. 
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SPECTATOR (a movie usher): Stay inside the ropes, please! 


fight and the 25° 





And, like the man in the advertisement, 
he wondered why they laughed. 

Well, for one thing, they laughed be- 
cause the tax was adopted just after some 
curious items had been published in the 
newspapers. An agile statistician figured 
up that Rickard had drawn something 
like $9,000,000 through the fight turn- 
stiles in nine years with Jack Dempsey "as 
a lure. Then again, the promoter was 
quoted as saying to a reporter that he 
could sign his check for “a million and a 
half” and that the document would be 
honored at an imposing downtown bank. 
It wasn’t long ago that Rickard bought 
himself a fine coun- 
try home. 

On top of all this, 
he stepped around 
the corner to a yacht 
store and purchased 
a gorgeous yacht, a 
real yacht with brass 
upholstery, a couple 
of elegant lee scup- 
pers, a binnacle and 
everything. It is such 
an expensive yacht that, when he decided 
to go fishing, he couldn’t cheapen the 
after deck by appearing on it with less 
than $600 worth of fishing tackle, which 
he accordingly carried on board. 

All of this would be great evidence to 
present in a tax-dodging inquiry where 
the defendant is pleading poverty. Rickard 
made a fortune for himself in the fight 
game and gave Dempsey and Kearns be- 
tween four and five millions to split be- 
tween them. He gave one man, Gene 
Tunney, almost a clear million for one 
night’s work in Chicago. Eventually the 
Government got wind of all this show of 
wealth. Probably Secret Service operators 
heard about the coming Tunney-Heeney 
tax is the result. Uncle 
Sam wants some of the gravy. 

Mr. Rickard, sticking his head through 
a gold-rimmed porthole on his private 
“Leviathan,” yodels plaintively: “I can’t 
pay it,” which is a good joke for about 
eleven reasons, one of which is that he 
won't have to pay it. The fight fans will 
pay it, just as they have paid for every- 
thing else in the fight game, including 
Mr. Rickard’s new yacht. 

John Kieran. 





EROSION 
“Every year,” said the statistician, 
“soil worth two billion dollars is lost to 
the United States.” 
“It’s a shame,” said the club secretary, 
“but you simply cannot get beginners to 
replace their divots.” 
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Stee. Worker (to fellow worker on new 
palatial apartment house): Well, anyway, 
Harold, we don’t have to live in this dump. 





Moving Made Easy 


(All persons desiring to avail them- 
selves of this inexpensive plan may do so 
on payment of royalty to the originator 
of the scheme.) 

1. Nec.ecrt to pay installment on your 
furniture. 

2. Ignore the resulting warning. 

Permit the moving men to remove 
your household goods unmolested. 

4. Beat moving van to furniture store. 

5. Bring your payments up to date. 

6. Have furniture moved to your new 
address. Bill Sykes. 





THE FUTURE 


Mr. Bassirr or 2000: Can you beat it? 
This morning I had to fly around the 
world eight times before I could find a 
landing space! 





Watt Morro for Movie Mag- 
nates: “Be sure you're trite, then go 
ahead!” 








Preparedness 
Wir reverent hands he pressed the 
crumpled flower between the yellowed 
leaves of a volume of Burns’s poems. In 
the gathering twilight his eyes shone with 


the glow of martyrdom, hinting of spiri- | 


tual triumph over mental and physical 
anguish. 

He could see her now, as she coyly 
pinned the posy in his lapel; and he re- 
alized that her dimpled smile and impish 
naiveté were to haunt him through the 
months to come. She had gone out of his 
life, perhaps forever; but memories of 
May are bound to linger through Decem- 
bers! 

And Sandy MacTavish, as he closed 
the book on the artificial poppy, ex- 
claimed with an audible sigh, “They 
won’t get another dime out of me next 
Memorial Day!” M. H. 





OPTIMISM 
WELL, things looked glummer and glum- 
mer 
For anxious Singleton Smeek— 


An honest, practical plumber 
Who'd had no work for a week. 


“Fear not,” said his helpmeet cheering; 
“Things oft look blackest and worst 
The moment ere Luck’s appearing. 
So come—let us hope for the burst!” 





MRS. PEP’S DIARY 


‘Ses Awake far too betimes, my 
nervous condition havin 

17 reached a pitch where I could 
understand how persons in such a state 
of mind swallowed chloral or leapt from 
high windows, and I did say as much, 
causing Sam not to let me out of his 
sight, but Lord! I did actually feel for a 
time that it would be a genuine relief if 
the authorities could but come and take 
me to the Island, in a police waggon, too, 
if need be, for to have put on shoes and 
stockings and wound my long silver 
| beads about my arm would have been un- 
thinkable. Nor was my condition helped, 
neither, by the thought of all the reading 
I should be doing so that I could write a 
piece for Mr. Hughes and Mr. Batchelor 
out in Detroit, but suddenly a light broke 
upon me to the effect that “the seventh 
is the Sabbath of the Lord thy God; in it 
thou shalt do no work,” etc., so I did 
resolve to put off my labour on the 
| grounds of religion, albeit I did not hold 























“Ain’t that bloomin’ luck, Hester! To think I just spent two solid hours sprinklin’ that 
lawn myself!!” 














the same to be good for my maidservants, 
nor was I ever before so struck with the 
force and beauty of the Commandments. 
And as I lay upon my couch of pain, 
after having been dosed with bromides 
and what not, I did muse with shame 
upon Elizabeth Barrett Browning, who, 
whilst racked by the most awful agony, 
nevertheless wrote on and on, and largely 
about love, at that. Billy Powell come to 
see us in the afternoon, eager for my 
public endorsement of a project which he 
is to launch in the autumn, and I did 
agree to give it to him should I live until 
then, whereupon Billy said that he him- 
self felt none too fit and counted each 
succeeding week of his existence as just 
so much velvet, and almost as he spoke, 
a shower of peony petals fell to the floor 
beside his chair, causing him to start and 
exclaim, “My God! I can’t stand that!” 
so we did agree that it was no day for 
either of us to be marking the fall of 
sparrows. We did also speak of the im- 
portance of relaxation, whereupon Sam 
quoth, “Laugh and the world laughs 
with you; relax and you relax alone— 
usually in a darkened room with a wet 
bandage over your forehead.” 


June Lbis day my malady so acute 

, after two days of neuritic suf- 

18 fering that Sam did summon 
Dr. Cuff exceeding early, and whilst 
waiting for him to arrive did strive to 
divert me by calling attention to Mr. 
Hoover’s cowlick and the fact that he 
knew only one architect who did design 
medicine-cabinet doors high enough not 
to knock off the talcum as they were be- 
ing opened, but I could think of nought 
save the fear that I would not die, and 
speedily, too, and it did seem to me that 
the Spartan boy with a fox in his jacket 
had all the breaks in that he would at 
least go down in history. And Dr. Cuff, 
when he saw me, did step to the tele- 
phone and beseech Jane Brennan to send 
relief to me at once, even if the appoint- 
ments of crowned heads must be broken, 
and down came Mistresses Francke and 
Paquette, who did certainly minister unto 
me, and with such efficiency that I am 
not sure they should not be set down as 
the first angels that ever I saw. Lord! I 
had liefer become a hypochondriacal bore 
than ever feel again as I felt this morning. 
Slept softly throughout the remainder of 
the day with no desire to do anything 
soever, not even to go out and look for rose 
diamonds or old silver had I the money 
to pay for them. Mabe! Loomis and Effie 
Goings to tea, with Sam home betimes, 
and as theydid watch me sip my frugal and 
unwonted supper of acidophilous milk, I 
could not but silently ponder that, loath- 



































Every Home SHouLpD Have One 
A play room for the convenience of bridge dummies. 





some as such a beverage is, it might taste 
a little better if people were not so eager 
to convince you that it is really a delight- 
ful drink. So much better do I feel that 
I know it may not be longer than tomor- 
row when I shall be willing to sell my 
birthright for one, or mayhap_ two, 
steamed clams. Baird Leonard. 





-—For Labor and Materials 


I PURCHASED a summer suit the other day 
and sent it out to be pressed before wear- 
ing. It was delivered this morning with 
a Bill for $25.60. 

Upon examination I found that a silk 
lining had been added to the coat, and 
the cut of the lapels altered. It also had 
been changed into a double-breasted style, 
with a noticeable amount of padding in 


the shoulders. The left sleeve had been 





replaced by one several inches smaller 
from a blue-serge suit. 

The cuffs had been removed from the 
trousers and the right leg lengthened 


seven inches. Upon both coat and 
trousers were dark smudges as though 
someone in greasy shoes had walked 
across them. 

I was indignant, of course, but paid 
the bill as gracefully as possible. I have 
since learned that the establishment to 
which I sent the suit is operated by a 
former garage mechanic. 

E. B. Crosswhite. 





ALL BOUGHT THAT WAY 
Wiis: Are you going to have de- 
tectives to watch your daughter’s wed- 
ding presents? 
Giruis: No; the installment men will 
see to that. 

















THE THEATRE 


Summer Evening Hints 


Tuis department used to have an excel- 
lent habit of closing down during the 
summer term, leaving its readers free to 
do as they pleased. This was when New 
York boasted only a couple of summer 
shows (one of them always “The Red 
Mill” or one of its derivatives) and when 
the only nice people in town were those 
who had come back for a few days from 
the beach to have some dentistry done. 

This summer there are some thirty-two 
theaters open—more than there were at 
the height of the winter season in the 
old days—and just lots and lots of nice 
people, or at least, they seem nice. And, 
as they all buy this magazine and want 
to know where to go in the evening after 
their five o’clock tea begins to wear off, it 
simply means that we have to. stick 
around the office and be agreeable all 
summer..... Well, we don’t really have 
to stick around the office exactly, but we 
do have to be agreeable. 


i2—<-_ 


SeveraL of the dramatic departments of 
the daily press, confronted with the same 
problem of furnishing theatrical news 
when there is none, have resorted to the 
old gag of listing the best moments of the 
best shows in town. This presupposes an 
ability on the part of the public for skip- 
ping about from theater to theater of an 
evening, dropping in at 8:50 for Jules 
Bledsoe’s “Old Man River” number in 
“Show Boat,” then bounding to the Mans- 
field for the “Kiss for Cinderella” sketch 
in “Present Arms!” following this with 
a cartwheel to the Cohan to catch Joe 
Cook’s big mechanical number in “Rain 
or Shine.” This is all very well if you 
have the money and the aisle seats, but, 
by the time you have reached “Black 
Birds of 1928” for Wilton Crawley’s as- 
sault on his clarinet at 11:15, you are 
likely to be willing to sit through one of 
Clayton Hamilton’s lectures on the Drama 
provided the old dogs could be relieved 
of your weight. 

We will, therefore, being a fool for 
originality and novelty, list a few of those 


moments in current successes which you 


‘can well afford to miss. We do not do 


this to be disagreeable, or to indulge in 


| destructive criticism, but simply because 





the daily press has beaten us to the more 
genial schedule which had been our idea 


originally. 
s% 
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FoLtow1nc, then, are indicated those 


features of otherwise entertaining shows | go to “Volpone” at all. 


during which you may either finish din- 
ner, step out for a pineapple drink or 
snatch forty or fifty winks. Owing to the 


custom among revue producers of shift- | 


ing the order of their numbers after the 
opening night, we are unfortunately un- 
able to give the exact time when these 
slumps may be expected, but you can 
tell when they begin and act accordingly. 

1. If you are going to “The Happy 
Husband” you may take all the time you 
need for coffee and non-alcoholic cor- 
dials, as the first act is practically nothing 
and contains one of those scenes of light- 
ning intoxication on the part of a lady 
unused to cocktails. Of course, if you are 
a stickler for knowing the plots of plays, 
missing the first act may confuse you a 
bit, but the second act is delightful 
enough to carry itself without reference 
to the first or third. 

2. The political satire sections of “The 
Grand Street Follies” are not conveniently 
placed for late-diners and it would be 


too bad if you missed the excellent musi- | 


cal comedy version of “Coquette,” with 
Paula Trueman as Helen Hayes, which 
comes Number 2 on the bill. But after 


Dorothy Sands has done her imitation of | 


Ina Claire you can go back and finish 
dinner or watch the trucks go by in Forty- 
fifth Street, making sure not to return 
until after the satire on the oil scandal 
which is billed as “Marked Millions.” 
(All of this is subject to the order of the 
program being the same as on the open- 
ing night—which it probably isn’t.) If 
you want to go out during the second 
act, choose those moments devoted to 
“Camille Causes a Doctors’ Dilemma.” 

2. You will find most of the meat of 
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“Rain or Shine” in the first act, likewise 
of “Present Arms!”....Wait a minute. 
...Maybe that “hand-drill” comes in the 
second act of “Rain or Shine.” You had 
better look that up before you duck, 

4. You really don’t have to go to 


| “Strange Interlude” at all until after din. 


ner unless you are a student of the New 
Technique, although just before recess 
there are a couple of good acts. But by 
all means miss the first scene, where 
Charlie gets to talking to himself, as this 
may prejudice you against the whole play. 
And, if you get tired of sitting, you may 
take a little drive in the Park during the 
exciting boat race in the eighth act. 

5- During “Volpone” you can be in 
and out all evening, but, unfortunately, 
you must be back for the final curtain, 
which is, pictorially, as thrilling as any- 
thing in town. This necessity for being 
back in your seat at eleven practically 
spoils the evening for anything else, so 
if you Aave anything else, you needn't 


6. “Black Birds of 1928” is an ideal 
show for lovers of dessert, as all the high 
spots come in the second act. (On con- 
sulting the program, we find that this is 
not quite correct. Along toward the end 
of the first act come the very funny card- 
game, “Playing According to Hoyle,” Blue 
McAllister’s stepping, and the remark- 
able “Porgy” finale. Don’t miss any of 
these.) 

7. The first act of “Burlesque” isn’t 
anything to fight traffic for, but you have 
probably seen it by now anyway. 

8. Contrary to popular feeling, we 
would step out during Mae West's sing- 
ing of “Frankie and Johnnie” in “Dia- 
mond Lil.” Miss West is too concerned 
with Miss West and too little with 
Frankie and Johnnie to suit one who has 
heard it sung in its entirety by artists who 
didn’t know that they were artists. 


Anp, while we are listing ways in which 
you can save your time on a hot summer 
evening, we might note that you don’t 
have to go to the following offerings at 
all: “The Cyclone Lover,” “Her Unborn 
Child,” “His Royal Highness,” “Mar- 
ried—and How!” “Skidding” and “The 
Skull.” 

This elimination is, perhaps, the most 
important service that we could render 
our clients, roof gardens being what they 


are in July. Robert Benchley. 





The Confidential Guide to current 


| plays will be found on page 26. 
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Tue Repusiican Leapers Hoip a Hoover Pep Ra.iy 





Mixed Doubles 


“I’m simply terrible—I can’t hit a thing! 
You simply don’t know what you're in 
for, playing with me. Well, all righty— 
you remember what I told you! Wait a 
sec. Already! GOSH! Was that out? 
I'm terribly sorry—I shouldn’t have hit 
at it. Why can’t we take it over? Oh, 
good shot! Gosh! I'd give simply any- 
thing if I could make a shot like that! 
Oh, was it out? I can’t bear it! Isn’t 
Grace simply marvelous? You know 
she'd be terribly good if she had some 
strokes—HEAVens, I didn’t see that 
coming at all. Was it good? Well, I 
haven’t the vaguest idea—I just sort of 
closed my eyes and hit at it. Gosh, I had 
no idea Harold was so good, Oscar! He’s 
made practically all their points for them 
because Grace is so erratic, sort of, isn’t 
she? I'm terribly sorry, I wasn’t ready 
for that one. Do you mind awfully? 
Oscar was talking to me. Oh, OScar, 
why didn’t you hit it at Grace, my dear? 
She was ‘way out of position! Gosh, I 
think Harold plays marvelously. You 
take it, Oscar! Oh, GOSH, I’m terribly 
sorry—TI s’pose that was mine, wasn’t it? 
But I saw you running for it and—is that 
set already? Why, it can’t be! But, my 
dear, / started serving! Oh, well, what's 
the diff? I mean it’s all just for fun 
anyways, isn’t it? Honestly, Oscar, I’m 
terribly sorry—I played like a perfect 





eggplant all afternoon. It was all my 
fault, but I had no idea Harold played 
such a simply scintillating game, my dear! 


Is he always so much better than you? 
Lloyd Mayer. 





Watt Sr. version: Coming elec- 
tions cast their shudders before them. 





Mr. SpLurce (to his son): I’ve bought you 

the clothes, an’ the monocle, an’ the Harvard 

accent. Now it’s up to you to get in there 
an’ sell yourself to Society. 





—Life Lines— 
THE WINNING jockey of the Kentucky 
Derby testifies that a certain brand of 
cigarettes conserves his wind. We should 
have been even more impressed if this 
testimonial had come from the horse. 


nS 
Ir the politicians are serious in 
their intention to provide Flood Relief, 
the first thing they should do is build a 
levee around Heflin. 


JL 
“Young Jewish-American, 6 feet, wt. 185, 
brown hair and eyes, temperate, smooth 
shaven, good looking, dress nice, own a car 
and desire stout, passionate lady free thinker.’’ 
—Bridgeport (Conn.) Marriage Bells. 


We LL, every man has his own 
weakness. 
JL 
Tere has been a great deal of 
questioning lately as to why the men out 
on the golf course Sunday morning 
aren’t in church. The answer, given with- 
out fear of contradiction, is that they are 
playing golf. 
IL 
“THE minimum a boxer can get 
along with nowadays is a secretary, a 
treasurer, a social guide, a trainer and a 
legal adviser,” says a sports writer. How- 
ever, as we understand it, the boxer is 
still his own contact man. 
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For the next six 
weeks this nation 
will enjoy a blessed 
tranquillity such as it 
has not known for some months past, and 
will not know again until after election. 
The medieval Church used to persuade 
the robber barons of the Dark Ages to 
abstain from hostilities from Wednesday 
evening to Monday morning of each 
week; or so, at least, some of us were 
taught in college not so many years ago; 
this may since have been repealed, like 
most of what was regarded as knowledge 
in that Age of Innocence. At any rate, 
the barons seem to have been able to do 
enough fighting to satisfy them during 
the early part of the week, so everybody 
was happy—the nobles who wanted to 
fight and the pacifists who wanted to re- 
strain them. Thus was a precedent set 
for the modern political platform, which 
suits nobody, but offends nobody either. 
So the politicians are accustomed to 
observe a Truce of God from July to 
September, and the rest of us have a 
chance to concentrate, during the hot 
months, on the technique of the swan 
dive and the infiltration of the ultra-violet 
rays, before being called upon to worry 
about the welfare of the nation. The 
customary pleas to save this republic from 
ruin will not, it may be conjectured, go 
down quite so easily this year. This 
republic can stand a lot of ruining, as 
the history of the Grant and the Hard- 
ing administrations proves. Moreover, it 
will be a more than usually credulous 
consumer of campaign oratory who can 
believe that either Al Smith or Herbert 
Hoover represents a serious menace to the 
fabric of the State. Yet beyond doubt, be- 
fore the campaign is over, all of us will 
have become more heated up than the 
situation requires. 








In this lull between the two halves of the 
hurricane it may be pertinent to remark 
that, though we have a choice between 
two candidates of quite exceptional ability 
and integrity, we have not what the pub- 
lic wants; assuming that it wants anything 
specific, which remains to be proved. 
Whether or not the majority of Demo- 
crats would prefer Al Smith no man can 
say; but it seems doubtful. What is not 
doubtful at all is that the majority of 
Democratic politicians took him not be- 
cause they wanted him, but because they 
thought he might win; which may be 
regarded as a moral victory for the Re- 
publicans, who have acted upon this 
principle, and won on it, in half a 
dozen elections. Nor was Mr. Hoover, 
that favorite of the idealists, put over by 
the idealists; he was put over by prac- 
tical men who knew how these things 
are managed. 


THE LATE conventions at least gave gratify- 
ing proof of the advance of modern science 
and the diligent enterprise of the contem- 
porary press. Photographs of the opening 
sessions of the conventions at Kansas City 
and Houston were rushed by airplane to 
St. Louis, and thence sent by a new tele- 
graphic process to newspapers all over the 
country; so that all of us could see the 
next morning that the opening sessions 
of these conventions looked exactly like 
the opening sessions of all other conven- 
tions. And on certain recent mornings 
every newspaper in the country gave up 
— a square foot of its valu- 
able front page space, in order to famil- 
iarize the reader with the hitherto un- 
known countenances of Al Smith and 
Herbert Hoover. 


—— 


| Goon Republicans who will get together 
this fall to work for Hoover might, 
| during the summer interlude, drop a 
tear or two for the late Frank Wi, 
lis of Ohio, who one may sus 
would not only have got the Republican 
nomination if he had lived, but would 
have come nearer embodying the popular 
requirements than any other candidate, 
Mr. Willis was a man of high moral 
character, which he extensively adver. 
tised; and to suppose that performance 
counts for more than advertisement 
would be to controvert the major premise 
of the American philosophy, and to mis- 
read all modern American history as well, 
A great deal of criticism has been 
visited on politicians for their alleged 
lack of realism. It is true that they 
sedulously ignore the issues in which 
people are interested, or if they must 
take note of such issues, they manage to 
say nothing about them, in sonorous and 
soporific phrases. But, as the New York 
Times lately remarked, this indifference 
to apparent realities is in fact a higher 
and transcendental realism. The _poli- 
ticians know that whatever the public 
may think, it will vote, in the end, for 
the men picked out by the politicians, 


a a 


THE Lavy who intimated that the 
Daughters of the American Revolution 
had a blacklist has been solemnly ejected 
from that organization, and thoroughly 
cursed by bell, book, and candle even 
before she hit the ground. It seems that 
she committed the treasonous error of 
ascribing to the D. A. R. as a national 
entity what was in fact the practice of 
only one or two state organizations. The 
President General of the D. A. R. makes 
it clear that that organization has no 
blacklist, but that it insists upon its lib 
erty to behave as if it had a blacklist; 
hence the origin of the current idiom, 
“thinking like a D. A. R.” 

This episode may be instructive, be- 
cause it is a comic rather than a tragic 
instance of a current confusion of opin- 
ion. Most of the people who were barred 
as speakers by local D. A. R. organiza- 
tions were radicals; and radicals are the 
last persons in the world who can plaus 
ibly put up much of an argument for 
free speech. Occasionally a conservative 
is invited to speak before a radical organi 
zation, which wants to hear all the argu 
ments on both sides, but it happens about 
as often as the election of a Republican 
in Texas. Nor is one much impressed 
by the contention that the D. A. R., as 























Ninel i or) ot. 
; 

















“It was too funny to be serious but now it’s too serious to be funny!” 





descendants of the revolutionaries of a 
hundred and fifty years ago, are under 
obligation to listen to any modern revolu- 
tionary who wants to address them. That 
would be true if revolution were an abso- 
lute good, something to be embraced by 
anyone to whom the opportunity may be 
offered anywhere. But nobody seriously 
argues for that; the great revolutionaries 
of the Soviet government of Russia, for 
example, do not recognize the right of 
revolution against themselves. 

The American Revolytion whose 
daughters are now standing pat was a 
revolution provoked, in the main, by 
certain specific grievances, and designed 
to attain certain specific objectives, even 
it the revolutionaries consisted of dis- 
cordant groups whose objectives were not 
reconciled till the inauguration of An- 


drew Jackson. Today hardly the most 





ingrained Anglophile will deny that the 
inhabitants of these states are better off 
than they would have been if the revo- 
lution of 1775 to 1783 had not suc- 


ceeded. But that does not prove that 
any revolution is always right. The legit- 
imate complaint that can be brought 
against the D. A. R. is one that only 
conservatives may rightly offer—that they 
make conservatism ridiculous. Conserva- 
tism, as a political theory, does not mean 
that whatever is, is right; it merely 
means that whatever is, by virtue of be- 
ing, has some color of being right, or at 
least workable; and that the burden of 
proof is accordingly laid on those who 
want a change. That position is partic- 
ularly strong in a nation such as this, 
which governs itself, even if awkwardly 
and inefficiently. Whatever is, is be- 
cause the majority of people have not 





become sufficiently annoyed to exert them- 
selves to change it. If they ever do be 
come annoyed to that point, they can, 
as a rule, change it quickly enough. 

A conservative, in this felicitous situa- 
tion, can afford to listen to anything, as 
long as the speaker does not bore him; 
he can afford to let other people listen 
to anything so long as their tolerance may 
last. In so far as the D. A. R. refuses 
to let its component units hear arguments 
in favor of radical viewpoints, its leaders 
confess that they are afraid their faith 
is not strong enough to survive the dis- 
covery that other people disagree with 
them. Sane conservatives have a legiti- 
mate and serious grievance against the 
officers of the D. A. R.; but the radicals 
ought to take up a subscription to buy 
them a gold medal. 

Elmer Davis. 
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THE RADIO 








~The Happiness Boys 


Ar last an old wrong has been righted. 
Billy Jones and Ernest Hare, formerly 
confined merely to a local broadcast 
through WEAF, have been turned on the 
country at large and are progressing 
from New York popularity to national 
celebrity just like Al Smith. The Happi- 
ness Boys are now also the Flit Soldiers 
and you may hear them through WJZ 
and its sister stations at half-past ten on 
Monday nights. I commend them to 
your attention. If you don’t like them, 
you need never speak to me again. 

I have loved Jones and Hare ever since 
the days when they sang “Jump, Fritz, 
I gif you liver.” I can even keep some 
feeling for them when they sing ballads 
like ““Wife of Mine” or tell jokes that I 
seem to have read somewhere before. 

Don’t tell me that they are just a 
vaudeville team with “a merry line of 
songs and patter.”” Any minute they are 
apt to break into “While strolling in the 
park one day, in the merry, merry month 
of May.” Nevertheless, the Happiness 
Boys are one of radio’s meager contribu- 
tions to history and sentiment. 





Jones and Hare are the oldest feature 
on the air. Back in October, 1921, when 
the lower half of the Mississippi Valley 
was still part of the Gulf of Mexico, when 
lizards as big as trucks roamed over the 
New England streets and when there was 
only one speakeasy to the block, Jones and 
Hare made their radio début over WJZ. 
There were only two stations then in 
existence, WJZ and KDKA. 

Jones and Hare went over to the West- 
inghouse factory in Newark, N. J., in a 
coach. The journey took three days. Billy 
Jones wore side-whiskers, and Ernest 
Hare had a long beard, in those days con- 
sidered very natty. Newark was then a 
larger city than New York, which was 
just a sleepy little Dutch village. 

To give you more comical details about 
those funny old days, Jones and Hare 
were asked to sing for one hour and a 
half without stopping. The station was 
making experiments; it wanted to see 
how far it could push the public. Jones 
and Hare sang thirty songs without stop- 
ping; they earned their money. 

Before their radio début, Jones and 
Hare had been teamed up in vaudeville 
and had been making phonograph rec- 
ords. Hare had been understudy for Al 
Jolson in “Sinbad” at the Winter Garden. 
Sometimes when you thought you were 
hearing Jolson, it was really Ernie Hare 
who was bending the knee. Billie Jones 
had been a choir singer in his early days. 
Combine an understudy with a choir 
singer and you get a star radio team. 
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“Wouldn't it be nice if we met some time 
in New York?” 





Now for the art of Jones and Hare: as 
the Happiness Boys they have been 
mingling tears and laughter for years. 
Their jokes prey on our national weak- 
ness for puns. Their sentimental ballads 
are divided as solos between them. Billy 
Jones, the tenor, sings all the picces that 
represent a young man in search of love. 
The selections of more mature feeling fall 
to Ernie Hare, the baritone, who repre- 
sents the man who has discovered that 
there are Other Things in Life, such as 
mothers and wives. Their comic songs 
are the best things they do. And they 
manage to get the new ones while they 
are still fresh. 

As the Happiness Boys, they are as 
sisted by Dave Kaplan at the piano, he 
being the Dormouse of the party. 

The Flit Soldiers are more pretentious 
because they have an orchestra to accom- 
pany them. 

But either as sponsors of chocolates or 
as patrons of something to massacre mos 
quitoes, Jones and Hare are worth your 
kind attention. To my prejudiced mind, 
their imitators should suffer the same fate 
as the imitators of Charlie Chaplin— 
oblivion and ignominy. 

Agnes Smith. 





POLITICIANS 
Tue Ship of State needs steady gales 
Of wind to fill its shining sails 
That it may steer past treacherous 
beaches. 
Is that why Congressmen make speeches? 
Baron Ireland. 









































The Modern Note in Architecture Reaches the Farm 
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THE MAIN STEM 


Dear Pat WILvarp: 

I'm_ writing 

this to you on the 

rearofa Texas 

Guinan menu, 

which reminds me 

of the chump who 

once went blind 

looking for a fifty- 

cent dish on one of 

them. I’m writing to 

you from the Guinan 

asylum because the mood gripped me 

while observing the various exhibitionists 

do their stuff, and no place in the world 

offers the celebrities and the alleged ones 

so much spotlight as they rate here. It is 
really quite a scene, Willard. 

There’s Ina Claire frinstance, hugging 
a ringside table and being adored by those 
of us who get in on a pass. Tom Mix 
just ankled by and like a cluck flashed a 
bankroll which he says contained twenty 
thousand dollars. That wasn’t very clever, 
at all, Willard. It wasn’t very clever, be- 
cause some of the Broadway gun-mob 
saw him do it. Peggy Joyce swaps hellos 
with Marilyn Miller and Hilda Ferguson 
snubs both of them. 

Texas is trading conversation with a 
railroad president, who invariably keeps 
her supplied with sound Wall Street tips, 
although she has never favored him by 
removing his four-dollar couvert charge. 
Abe, the “Gonof,” which is Bronx for 
thief, enters the place. An interesting 
character, Abe. There was the time when 
the bluecoats were looking all over for 
him to testify against a pal, and Abe did 
a hideaway until the case was dismissed 
for “lack of evidence.” Abe, it appears, 
was hiding all the time in the jailhouse 
on Blackwell’s Island, having purposely 
committed a minor offense under a ficti- 
tious name so that he could be locked up. 
Of course, the cops never thought of 
looking for him in a prison. 

Lord Northesk is sitting over there in 
a corner and two tables to the left of him 
is Paul Mellon, Andrew’s little boy. 
Millicent Rogers’ kid brother seems lone- 
some, and other ginger-ale fiends making 
plenty of whoopee include Pat Rooney, 
Jr., Bee Palmer, William Leeds, Jr., 





Harry Carroll and Elisabeth Marbury. 

But the saddest portrait of them all, 
Willard, is the lad sitting right next to 
me. A year or so ago, he got his picture 
in all the newspapers after successfully 
raiding Texas’ joy cave when it was on 
54th Street. At the time he talked too 
much to reporters, which eventually cost 
him his job, the Prohibition bureau 
repudiating him because he said among 
other things: “Well, I got even with her. 
She took me for a sucker and I spent two 
thousand dollars in two weeks at her 
place, so I made up my mind I would 
use my influence at Washington. I got a 
badge and, one-two-three, just like that, 
closed her café.” 

Two days after the raid, Willard, re- 
morse got him and he telephoned Texas 
apologizing for the trouble he had caused 
her. “I only did my duty,” he said. “May 
I show you that my heart is in the right 
place? Come to dinner with me.” 

But Guinan replieds “No, thanks; | 
can’t go to dinner with you because | 
don’t like your fur coat. I never did care 
much for stool-pigeon!” 

However, she lets him come into her 
place these midnights, but nobody 
will trust him and he was groaning about 
it to me. “I’ve lost all my friends,” he 
was saying; “even my own crowd won’t 
give me a job. I’m never invited to parties 
any more and I’m miserable. All because 
I turned copper for a lark.” Bvt, even 





—— 
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when I try, I can’t shed a tear for anyone 
who two-times a friend, and that’s what 
he did to Tex. 

And among other ironies is the fact 
that Joab Banton, New York’s District 
Attorney, who has tried to prosecute Texas 
so often, is from her home town, Waco 
Texas. Once in court she flippantly 
chirped: “Are you trying to give this 
lit-tul gir-rul a great big hand—cuff?” Ajj 
of which makes you like her. She cop- 
fesses that she is out to take what she 

T can get, and al. 




















though she has 

catered to the great. 

= est drinking com- 

e oP | munity in the world, 

she has never been 

known to touch the 
stuff herself. 

Her motto, she 
says, is: “An indis- 
cretion a day keeps 
depression a way,” 
and there is a codicil in her will which 
calls for a speedy funeral. She urges that 
the funeral procession be led by a cordon 
of motorcycle cops, with Nurmi, the great 
runner, up front to give it pace. What a 
woman! Walter Winchell. 
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“No, you’re not going to kiss me.” 
“You’ll see!” 
“No, I won’t! I'll close my eyes.” 




















Littte Girt (to mother): Ma, I’m afraid baby will have seven years of hard luck. He's 
swallowed a piece of mirror. 
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NEIGHBORHOOD NEWS 


New York 


Crops are late around here, the corn look- 
ing quite puny. 

***Ogden Reid of here says he thinks 
Hoover will be elected. 

#*#*#Several New Yorkers who are abroad 
such as Harpo Marx and Alice Duer 
Miller will celebrate Bastile Day Saturday. 


***Rollin Kirby and Paul Palmer are up 
in the State of Maine, also Charles D. 
Gibson and Cy Curtis. 

***Mr. and Mrs. Efrem Zimbalist are 
spending the month of July at Kamp 
Good Gluck, New Hartford, Conn. 


s If you don’t see your name here this 
week, the chances are you never will. 
Ah there, N—] O’H—ra! 

***Quite a lot of interest is being taken 
in the forthcoming fistic encounter, none 
of it by ye scribe. 

***Roark Bradford whose book “Ol’ 
Man Adams an’ His Chillun” is the best 
book we have read this summer was a 
N. Y. visitor from New Orleans recently 
he having come to call on the trade. 
***Laurence Stallings was driving his 
new high powered car up in Connecticut 
last Wednesday and was forced to stop 
while a bunch of swine was crossing the 
road. “Ha,” said L. S., who likes a joke 
even when it is on him, “The Pig 
Parade.” Franklin P. Adams. 


Denver . 


Waite watching the ball game at 
Twenty-third and Welton last Sunday we 
asked several parties if Tommy Guinan’s 
sister, Texas, would be home this sum- 
mer. Understand Texas is doing social 
service work, 

**Our fellow townsman Henry M. 
Blackmer is in Europe at this writing. 
***The class reunion of East Denver 
High School was marred by Ernest Truex 
and Douglas Fairbanks not being present 
to water the class tree, which is an elm. 
***Right around Father’s Day there was 
a vacant week hit us about the middle of 
the month which the Chamber of Com- 
merce filled in as Achievement Week, 





calling attention to Denver’s many fine 
achievements, including deepening the 
harbor at Galveston and reviving mining. 


we W.L. Petrikin is talking some of 
buying a horse. Don’t let ’em fox you on 
the price, Squire, say we. 


***Thanks to being rescued from the 
“Titanic,” Mrs. J. J. Brown has opened a 
memorial to Eugene Field and read many 
of his poems in public. 

T. H. Ferril. 


Pittsburgh 


Harry Tuaw, the local boy, was not a 
visitor to England recently. 


***The editor wishes to regret that we 
cannot announce as promised the number 
of vehicles which have thus far crossed 
the new Liberty Bridge, because of Thurs- 
day’s rain. 


***The Gotham correspondent is here- 
by warned that Milton D. (Dance) 
Crandall, who put on the big N. Y. dance 
marathon, is a Pittsburgh boy. 


a Mentioning no names, unless certain 
subscribers pay their back dues, they will 
soon have to depend on Pathé News for 
information. 


*** Mayor Kline fired his chauffeur because 
he (the latter)wrecked the city limousine. 
The front left fender was twisted and 
there was no insurance. 


***Everybody is talking about the tough 
luck of Bishop McConnell, the well- 
known Methodist, who was shunted off 
to New York. 

William Pfarr. 


Detroit 


A warce six-cylinder car was found by 
the police one morning half way in and 
half way out of the window of a depart- 
ment store. This is an unusual place for 
a car to be, the detective in charge of the 
case said. 

m* The new and commodious addition to 
the state prison is open now, and nice 
quiet boys who come well recommended 
will be taken in from 1 year to 99 all 
found, Warden Jackson says.—Advt. 





***Chet Shafer, Grand Diapason of the 
Guild of Former Pipe Organ Pumpers, 
was greeting friends on and about the 
square last week. Chet has vowed to buy 
a new hat in 1932, if a Democratic presi- 
dent is elected in that year, we are cred- 
ibly informed. 

***Dr. Haldor Barnes, our rising young 
physician, expects to while away the sum- 
mer hours with Dick Byrd and a select 
company at the So. Pole and vicinity next 
year, weather permitting. 

***The new Penobscot, Fisher and Union 
Trust Bldgs. are attracting much notice 
from visitors. They would reflect credit 
on a town twice this size, a celery drum- 
mer from Kalamazoo told one of our 
leading merchants yesterday. 

***A regular goose-drownder fell Monday 
morning, wetting the ground to a depth 
of two inches, which will sure be a fine 
thing for the golf courses. 


***Mortimer E. Cooley, long Dean of the 
U. of M. engineering college, having re- 
tired, old grads returning to Ann Arbor 
will find Dean Sadler running the engines 
there from now on, ‘tis rumored. 

Elmer C. Adams. 


Boston 


C. Coo.ince and family, formerly of here, 
are spending the summer at Brule, Wis. 


***The Braves have decided not to win 
the pennant this season and have taken 
down the left field bleachers as an evi- 
dence of good faith. 

u* The Sears-Roebuck catalogue has ar- 
rived in town. It contains many items of 
interest, from absorbent cotton to zithers. 


***Robt. Choate has fired himself as 
Washington correspondent and made 
himself an editor of the Herald to get 
away from the heat. 

***The Eastern Steamship Company, 
which recently had a $50-a-week clerk 
steal $600,000 on them, reports none of 
their boats is missing in the check-up. 
***Most of our hotels are not putting up 
any awnings this summer, so there is 
practically no incentive to throw lighted 
cigarette butts out the window. 
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***Several local people are snapping their 
fingers at the mild winter we had last 
year and freezing their own ice cubes. 


***A budding romance is reported be- 
tween one of our dashing young blades 
and Clara Bow of Hollywood, Calif. 
Last week he sent her a long letter con- 
taining a quarter. This week Clara sent 
him her picture. This chap is evidently 
a fast worker. 


@* If you don’t see your name here, 
watch for it next week.—Advt. 
Neal O’Hara. 


Superior, Wis. 
C. Cootiwce and wife, of Washington, 
D. C., are summering in our midst. 
***Our local wormery received quite a big 
order for worms from C. Coolidge Mon- 
day. 
***Among those seen crossing the bridge 
over Brule River at Cedar Island Tuesday 
was C. Coolidge. He was carrying a 
fishing pole. 
***C. Coolidge spent Wednesday at 
Cedar Island Lodge, fishing. 
***C. Coolidge spent Thursday at Lake 
Nebagamon, fishing. 
m™ C. Coolidge dined at Cedar Island 
Lodge Friday. Fish was served. 
***Dame Rumor hath it that one of our 
local trout nibbled at C. Coolidge’s hook 
Saturday. 
***A fine day was enjoyed here Sunday, 
quite a traffic jam being reported on the 
highway leading out past Cedar Island 
Lodge, where C. Coolidge and wife are 
spending the summer in quiet seclusion. 


W.W.H. 


Portland, Ore. 


THe Witcamette River has recently been 
staging its annual freshet and owners of 
basements below Fifth Street have been 
much occupied pumping it back into 
itself, pending the completion of City 
Engineer Laurgaard’s sea wall—which is 
expected to put a stop to this native 
summer sport. 

***Henry Duffy and others having busi- 
ness outside of Portland have been lately 
commuting quite freely by airplane be- 
tween here and San Francisco and other 
outlying towns. 

***The Rev. Aimée McPherson, of Los 
Angeles, was a visitor in our midst re- 
cently, and also held a revival in Ya- 
kima. Hurrying from the latter city en 
route for Los Angeles in an auto belong- 
ing to the fire department of the latter 
city, the auto left the highway and 








climbed a pole, to the great consternation 
of Fire Chief Hawkins, whose newly 
acquired faith in Providence is reported 
to have been much shaken, though not 
so much as the automobile. 


***Paul T. Shaw has been elected on the 
school board, and is receiving many visits 
from those who are willing to co-operate 
with him in reconstructing the school 
system. 


u* Clyde Allen, local expert, says the 
falling-off in baseball attendance here 
this summer is not so much due to the 
fact that our heroes are battling for a 
place in the basement, as to the fact that 
the fans are finding that baseball attend- 
ance interferes increasingly with their 
golf game. Dean Collins. 


Jacksonville 


Pensacoia has clinched the first half of 
the Southeastern League race. 


***Elks of the state are all agog over the 
convention that opened in Miami on 
Monday, there being Hello Bills and 
hotel bills galore. 


***Charles W. Battison, designer of the 
monoplane “‘Friendship’s” radio set, once 
resided here. Another up and coming boy 
we're proud of. 


***Florida jewelers opened their conven- 
tion here recently. The watch and ring 
boys heard William G. Frazier make a 
fine speech and nobody held time on him. 


***Howard Biser, our popular restau- 
rateur, landed an eleven-pound bass in 
Black Creek the other day. Howard ate 
the fish himself. 


*** Boots, the coal-black kitten of Mrs. E. 
J. Kelly, is back at home safe after a 
nearly disastrous trip to the laundry 
wrapped in a large basket of clothes. 
KY Stockingless _flappers been 
— ; 

banned on Tampa streets. 


P. H. Armstrong. 


St. Paul 


Curer Two Guns Wuire Catr of Glacier 
Park has been here lately entertaining 
Eastern delegates to the Rotary, Zonta and 
other conventions. These Easterners simply 
must have their Indians when they come 
out in the great open spaces, and Two 


have 


| Guns and his family aim to satisfy. 


***Herman Vall, our justly celebrated 
heavyweight captain of detectives, rode a 
horse for the edification of the Shriners 
recently. The horse is reported convales- 
cing. 


***Geo. Mairs, Jr., son of Geo. Mairs, 





Sr., is still bragging about Geo. Mairs, II] 
recently presented to him by Mrs, Main 
(Jean McLeod). Several cigars are sai 
to have been given away by the proud 
parent, eh, George? 

***An ice cream social was held on the 
lawn of the Church of the Ascension, Ap 
enjoyable time was had by all except on 
young lady, who spilled ice cream on her 
knees. 

u* Ye Editor received half a peck of 
nice new potatoes from some generous 
subscriber last week, but as said subscriber 
failed to leave his name at the office we 
have not been able to credit him on his 
subscription bill. Lucien Parlin, 


Louisville 


Nearty all of our burg’s filling stations 
report business fairly good so far this 
summer. 

***Charlie Dobbs, who wields a trenchant 
typewriter on the Insurance Field, was 
seen by your scribe one day last wk. on 
the Ave. with a suspicious-looking bulge 
on his right hip. Charlie said it was a 
newspaper, but didn’t show it. 


***Although Lucky Strikes are made 
right here in our burg, most of the sing- 
ing we hear is awful. 


***The new home of the Pendennis Club 
is rapidly nearing completion. Dame Ru- 
mor hath it that old stories are to be 
barred in the new quarters. 


***Huston Quin, our genial ex-Mayor, 
has been making extensive and varied al- 
terations on his Crescent Hill home. 
Huston is a great entertainer and he can 
do a lot of match and string tricks. 


***Our new traffic rules have gone into 
effect and pedestrians are curbed until 
the green light shows. One of our traffic 
cops told your scribe that some pedestrians 
seem to be color blind. 


***Doc Abell, our popular surgeon, 

visited several of our hospitals one day 

last wk. 

***If you want to keep posted as to what 

is going on in town, subscribe to Lirt 

and read NeicHBorHoop News.—Advt 
Raymond Daumont. 


yr ~* 
Kansas City 

Summer, which held off until after Hoover 
and Curtis were nominated, has arrived 
in our midst. 

***Postmaster Bill Morton promises an 
entire new outfit of pen points for the new 
post office soon to be built by Uncle Sam, 


et al, near the depot. 
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x Our natal day, July 4, was appropri- 
ately observed in our town, with flags, 
bunting, soft drinks, reading the Declara- 
tion, etc. 

*##Bil] Wambsganss is playing second 
base with our nine again this summer, 
to the sorrow of all the baseball telegraph 
itors around the American Associa- 





opere , 
tion circuit. 

***Lum Shanks, genial driver on the 
Broadway bus line, thinks some of taking 
his Airedale along with him on the trips 
for company, since the fare went up to 
fifteen cents. 

uv Charlie Curtis of Topeka is doing a 
lot of practicing before a dummy micro- 
phone these warm days. Stick to Luckies 
and save the voice, Charlie, say we. 


***Lawvyer Jim Reed hasn’t announced 
his plans for the summer as yet. 


C. H. Thompson. 
Omaha 


Henry Scanprett of Chicago, president of 
the Milwaukee Railroad, was renewing 
old ties last week. 


x* Important meeting of the Rogers for 
President Club at the Den Monday night. 
Come one! Come all! 
***Judee D. M. Vinsonhaler is thinking 
about a trip to his farm in the Ozarks 
soon, to resharpen his hogs. 
#**The Rev. Oliver M. Adams read his 
play, “Worse than Hell,” to his flock so 
they could suggest a new title. They said 
leave it. 
***Rumor has it the new passenger air- 
planes will be like Pullmans. Ye Ed shud- 
ders at the thought of being brushed off 
by the porter. 
***C. W. Morton, Jr., has decided to 
spend the summer in Washington State, 
Mexico City or New Brunswick, Canada, 
or he may go to Evergreen, Colo. 
***The Rev. Ralph E. Bailey has accepted 
a pastorate at Cambridge, Mass., Rabbi 
Frederick Cohn is spending the summer 
in Europe and the intellectuals will just 
have to do the best they can. 

B. F. Sylvester. 





WENT OVER BIG 
Wicks: I’ve arrived, man! Shake 
hands with me! I’ve been waiting and 
hoping for this for years! 
Picks: What’s happened? 
“I bought a new tie yesterday and my 
son wore it downtown this morning.” 








Prepiction—Mr. Hoover will not 
urge Republicans to hooverize on votes. 

















THE POLITICAL FRONT 


The Nominees and Others 


T H £ REPUBLICAN 
and _ Democratic 
nominees for Presi- 
dent present as fasci- 
nating a contrast in 
personalities 
as American politics 
has afforded in a 
generation. The ori- 

. gin of both Herbert 
Hoover and Alfred E. Smith was hum- 
ble, one rural, the other urban. Their 
paths, however, diverged at birth. Mr. 
Hoover took a degree in engineering at 
Stanford and embarked upon a most 
profitable practice of his profession in 
various parts of the world. Gov. Smith 














attended St. James Parochial School, sold 


newspapers and at thirteen started work 
in his father’s trucking business. Mr. 
Hoover did not enter politics until 1921; 
Gov. Smith has been in politics all his life. 

Mr. Hoover has never been elected to 
any public office; Gov. Smith has been 


eighteen times a candidate and seventeen 


| times elected. Mr. Hoover has come into 


contact with other cultures and other civ- 


| ilizations; Gov. Smith’s entire experience 








has been within the limits of one state. 
Mr. Hoover is diffident and negative; 
Gov. Smith is expansive and positive. 
The one is fifty-four years of age; the 
other fifty-three. The great majority of 
politicians within the Republican party 
did not wish to nominate Mr. Hoover for 
fear he would not win. The great ma- 
jority of politicians within the Democratic 
party wished to nominate Gov. Smith be- 
ause any other candidate would unques- 
tionably lose. 
* * * 

THe Democratic Convention at Hous- 
ton, Texas, was more enthusiastic, but 
less interesting, than the corresponding 
Republican show at Kansas City. There 
was never any question of Gov. Smith’s 
nomination, not even when embattled 
Methodist and Baptist women began all- 
day prayer meetings against the selection 
of a wet. Convictions and prejudice 
were compromised and abandoned « 




















VOID IFE Ps 


; 





“The morning mail, sir, seems to be circulars and advertisements. Shall I destroy them? 


o” 


“Ah—no—lI’ll take them to business with me. We may welcome someone any day.” 























“Well, anyway—the news reel wasn’t so bad, Joe.” 





all sides, and Mr. Smith was nominated, 
the platform on Prohibition being con- 
ceived in ambiguity and dedicated to the 
proposition that all men are created wet 
or dry, thus proving what had often been 
suspected, but never 
before so fully dem- 
onstrated—that with 
respect to Prohibi- 
tion words have lost 
their meaning. 


* . * 





T HE CONVENTIONS 
exposed two giants 
of the United States 
Senate to a true measure of their re- 
spective sincerity. At Kansas City, Mr. 
William E. Borah of Idaho sold out 
for a mess of pottage in the shape of 
planks on Prohibition, foreign affairs and 
corruption, reasonably accommodated to 
his heart’s desire. In return for these 
courtesies, he gave tongue to a fiery de- 








nunciation of McNary-Haugenism and 
wound up with an unctuous laudation of 
Mr. Coolidge. The apostle of protest stood 
beside our solemn Smoot and sang hymns 
of praise into the microphone for the 
current administration. Mr. Borah, as he 
always does at election time, went regu- 
lar. The Old Guard had him hog-tied 
before twenty-four hours had elapsed. 
The capitulation of Mr. Borah was not, 
however, quite so indecent as the exhibi- 
tion of Senator Jim Reed of Missouri at 
the subsequent Democratic Convention. 
In the hope of enticing some Southern 
support for his nomination, Mr. Reed be- 
came incredibly cheap. The most in- 
transigeant opponent of Woodrow Wil- 
son, he hid behind Mr. Wilson’s veto of 
the Volstead Act to justify his own posi- 
tion. The man who brought a still into 
a Senate committee room to demonstrate 
the manufacture of hard liquor came to 


the defense of the Eighteenth Amend- 





ment. In other words, Mr. Reed, having 
been a pronounced wet, sought at Hous 
ton to give an impression that he was 
dry, not hesitating to use the name of 
the despised Wilson in the process. 
* * * 

THE CONVENTIONS are finished, and the 
country should give thanks that these 
curious functions that debase and lower 
the character of our public men will not 
occur again until 1932. The ambition to 
become President makes cowards of all 
politicians and worse than cowards, for it 
destroys honest purpose and true cot 
victions, and leaves a series of tawdry 
formulae, designed to catch votes, in its 
train. Henry Suydam. 





OUT OF SECRETS 


Jane: You mustn’t tell anyone about 
our engagement. 

Joun: Why not? 

“Because I want to.” 








Lire 








“The Cossacks” 


Despite the fact that Jim Tully has dis- 
missed him with a sniff, and put him in 
his place, John Gilbert is going gamely 
ahead with his career, trying to fight his 
way back to the heights from which Mr. 
Tully booted him. Indeed, in “The Cos- 
sacks,” Mr. Gilbert gives the effect of 
being as exuberant, as buoyantly boyish, 








a desperate gang of thugs and, when he 
is about to get them, is effectually framed. 
He* quits the force and takes to drink, 
being ultimately saved from the gutter 
by the chief gunman’s girl friend. 
George Bancroft gives another superb 
performance as the baffled detective, and 
the others of the cast, William Powell, 
Evelyn Brent and Fred Kohler, are all 
more than equal to the numerous dra- 
matic emergencies thet arise. Joseph von 
Sternberg, the director, has done a better 


_job than he did with “Underworld.” 


George Bernard Shaw 


Ir was more than thirty years ago that 
George Bernard Shaw started to convince 
the public that there is no Santa Claus. 





as ever. (It’s just another instance, of 
course, of the mountebank whose heart is 
breaking beneath the tinsel.) | 

As a matter of brutal fact, Mr. Gilbert | 
tries so desperately hard to hide his sor- 
row in “The Cossacks” that he becomes 
almost too gay and happy-go-lucky at 
times. He smiles so dazzlingly and so 
consistently that one begins to think he 
may be giving an impersonation of Con- 
rad Veidt in “The Man Who Laughs.” 

Near the finish of the picture, however, 
Mr. Gilbert turns serious, and the smile 
comes off; and he demonstrates again that 
he is a legitimately fine actor. 


“Tue Cossacks,” like “The Sheik” of 
blessec: memory, is nothing more than a 
Western melodrama in exotic dress. This 
time the cowboys, or Texas rangers, or 
Northwest Mounted Policemen, are dis- 
guised as carefree Cossacks, and the In- 
dians, or Mexicans, or Border Rum-Run- 
ners, appear as terrible Turks. But the 


cross-country action is just what it always 


has been. 
Some of the costumes are pleasantly 
picturesque. 


“The Drag Net” 


Usuatty, when a picture of a certain type 
scores a huge success, it is followed im- 
mediately by numerous imitators of the 
same type; and, equally usually, these imi- 
tators possess no merit whatever. 

It is not so with “The Drag Net.” 
This latest crook melodrama, directed and 
played by the same people who were re- 
sponsible for “Underworld,” is as hefty 
and lusty as its distinguished forbear, and 
is possessed of a more credible and more 
consistently exciting story. The latter was 
contributed by Oliver H. P. Garrett, who 
deserves an emphatic hand for the good 
work he has done in Hollywood. 

“The Drag Net” is the story of a 
straight-shooting detective, who goes after 


| 
| 


Now, through the medium of the Fox 
Movietone, he is attempting to establish 


| the fact that there is no George Bernard 


Shaw. What a disillusioner the fellow 
is, to be sure. 

His début on the screen is cause for 
lamentation. He appears before an in- 
credulous audience as a dealer in sun- 
shine sayings, a peddler of whimsy; he 
speaks as though he had suddenly traded 
souls with J. M. Barrie. 

He even goes so far as to tell a point- 
less anecdote about a little girl in Wales 
who asked for his autograph. 

I regret having seen this short film. 
It is disappointing to have to report that 





Tue Pouica, INFLUENCE 


Son: I warn you, Pa, if I can’t take the car 
out oftener, I'll bolt the family! 





George Bernard Shaw, appearing as 
George Bernard Shaw, is sadly miscast in 
the part. Satirists should be heard and 
not seen. R. E. Sherwood. 





(The Confidential Guide to current 
movies will be found on Page 26.) 
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SMALL Boy (seeing crying baby brother for the first time) : 1 like the radio better, I think. 
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CoMMANDER: Remember, boys, this is a foreign country and I want you all to consider 
yourselves “Good-will Ambassadors.” 





Success ! 


I stoop in the lobby of the Fifty-third 
National Bank completely overawed by 
the massive marble pillars and the rows 
of finely grilled cages extending until 
they blended into the horizon. 
Seemingly, I had been completely un- 
aware until now of the magnificence of 
this immense interior structure. Surely, 
compared with all this cold, regal splen- 
dor, I was no more than the most in- 
finitesimal of atoms. I seemed suddenly 
devoid of personality; alone, friendless 
and forsaken in a frosty, clammy world. 
Never, never could I summon up courage 
enough to go through with what I had 
planned. Why, heavens, my tiny savings 





account must be completely buried in the 
ledgers of this money mausoleum. I 
could never, never have the nerve to.... 
But suddenly a wave of fierce deter- 
mination conquered my weak knees and 
palpitating heart. I took hold of myself, 
squared my shoulders, walked straight 
to the nearest lobby desk and filled my 
fountain pen. James L. Dilley. 





NOWHERE 


Desert Travecer: How far is it to the 
next gas station? 

Native: Sixty miles to Blue Gulch. 

Travecer: Is that much of a town? 

Native: ’Tain’t no town at all. She’s 
just a pile of tin cans and a Ford agency. 





Little Rambles with Serial 
Thinkers 


I Finp it very difficult to spend properly, 
—John D. Rockefeller, Jr,” 


Generally speaking, when a woman 
must choose between the man she loves 
and the man who loves her, presuming 
that the men are of equal worth, I think 
she does well to take the man she prefers, 
—Dorothy Dix. 


I sometimes think it’s too bad we can’t 
see the top of the Great Pyramid from 
the top of the Woolworth Tower. We 
should all be much more optimistic if we 
could.—Bruce Barton. 


In the last analysis I am an optimist be. 
cause I believe in God. 
—William Lyon Phelps, 


A lonesome man is always cured of his 

lonesomeness if he can find an attractive 

woman to whom he can talk. 
—Bruno Les sing. 


Many people build castles in the air. They 
are gifted with a vivid imagination, 
—Bernarr Macfadden. 


We know that governments are becom- 
ing more and more responsive to their 


people’s wishes.—Frank B. Kellogg. 


There are too many people going around 
these days calling God a liar. Think of 
calling God a liar! That’s what a lot of 
them old scientists did—Isaac Newton 
and Galileo and the rest of ’em. 
—Wilbur Glenn Voliva. 


I see the hand of God in the erection of 
the Republican platform. 


—Rev. Robert A. Greenwell. 


I am a friend of Secretary Mellon. 


—Harry K. Thaw. 


You never can be certain until you hear 
from the voters.—William E. Borah. 


Woman is of much coarser fiber, of much 
less delicate sensibility and romantic set 
sitiveness than man. 


—George Jean Nathan. 


Women are more honest, earnest and 
sincere than men.—Arthur Brisbane. 


After all the younger generation isn’t $0 
much different.—Edgar A. Guest. 


We are just entering the golden age of 
the foot.—C. C. Pyle. 
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TO BE LOVELY ALWAYS 
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CONFIDENTIAL GUIDE 


Drama 


More or Less Serious 


Coquette. Maxine Elliott's—Something to cry a 
little at, but something to be seen without fail, Helen 

ayes being as she is. 

Diamond Lil. Royale—Old oprey-house drama of 
tough New York, in which the knowing ones see a 
masterpiece and in Mae West a Duse. 

Her Unborn Child. Forty-Fighth St.—Should not 
prove much of an obstacle to the birth-control move- 
ment, earnest as It 1s. 


The Ladder. Cori—It now costs money to get into 
this, which at least gives you the satisfaction of saving 
three-thirty by not going. 

Porgy. Republic—This Negro production opened 
the season for the Theater Guild last year, and 1s still 
one of the important things left in town. 


The Skull. Forrest—Something designed to 
frighten you, if you are very easily frightened. 

Strange Interlude. John Golden—Either the pio- 
neer drama in a new era or an interesting experiment 
in the old. In either case, worth seeing for your own 
satisfaction. 

The Trial of Mary Dugan. Sam H. Harris—For 
those Americans who didn't see this in New York 
last winter, it is now on exhibition in most European 
capitals. 


Comedy and Things Like That 


The Bachelor Father. Belasco—Highly inoffen- 
sive comedy of illegitimacy, featuring June Walker, 
C. Aubrey Smith and Geoffrey Kerr. 


Burlesque. Plymouth—The first play of last 
season, which, through its various virtues, looks as 
if it might pass on the wand to next season’s leader. 


The Cyclone Lover. Frolic—It was a month ago 
that we saw this and we have forgotten what it was 
about already. 


The Happy Husband. Empire—A _ delightful 
second act makes this worth devoting even a warm 
evening to the whole thing. The cast, technically 
headed by Billie Burke, includes A. E. Matthews, 
Lawrence Grossmith and Walter Connolly. 


Married—and How! Little—Not quite so bad as 
its title, but not quite good enough to pay money to 
see. 


Paris Bound. Music Box—Madge Kennedy in a 
clever analysis of marital infidelity as an overrated 
menace. 


The Royal Family. Selwyn—Something very en- 
tertaining based on the home life of a family of 
theatrical stars. Real dialogue. 

Skidding. Bijou—Home comedy with only minor 
claims to distinction. 

Volpone. Guild—Renaissance farce done by the 
Guild in a little more splendid manner than it de- 
serves. 


Eye and Ear Entertainment 


Black Birds of 1928. Liberity—Just about the best 
Negro show we have ever seen. 

A Connecticut Yankee. Vanderbilti—Although the 
song hits in this have been popular now for six months 
they are still easy to listen to. William Gaxton and 
Constance Carpenter head the cast. 

Good News. Forty-Sixth Street—The bell-cow of 
the peppy dancing shows. 

_ Grand Street Follies. Booth—A series of imita- 
tions which make it unnecessary to go to any other 
shows to see your favorite star. Some truly remark- 
able performances by the young people. 

Greenwich Village Follies. Winter Garden—The 
regulation Winter Garden display, with “Dr.” Rock- 
well to add a distinguishing note of scientific comedy. 





Present Arms! Lew Fields’ Mansfield—The best 
of the newer musicals. Charles King and Joyce 
Barbour. 

Rain or Shine. Cohan—Joe Cook seems to be 
making a lot of people laugh these days. Tom Howard 
is there, too. 

Rosalie. New Amsterdam—The Marilyn Miller- 
Jack Donahue show, containing not much that is 
new but quite a bit that is good. 

Say When. Morosco—To be reviewed next week. 

Gpentels of 1928. Apollo—To be reviewed next 
week. 

Show Boat. Ziegfeld—The big production of the 
past season. Charles Winninger, elen organ, 
Puck and White, and Norma Terris, with Jules 
Bledsoe singing “‘Old Man River.” 

The Three Musketeers. Lyric—Gay roistering 
in the best Dumas-out-of-Ziegfeld manner. Dennis 


King chief roisterer. 
Robert Benchley. 





Silent Drama 


Recent Developments 


The Lion and the Mouse. Warner Bros.—An ex- 
ceptionally stupid picture, with some really exciting 
speeches rendered, through the Vitaphone, by Lionel 
Barrymore. 


The Street of Sin. Paramount—Emil Jannings as 
a London crook who falls for a lovely Salvation Army 
lassie. 

Ladies of the Mob. Paramouni—Still another 
crook melodrama—and a good one, at that—with 
Clara Bow appearing to unusual advantage. 


Fazil. Fox—This is one of those incredible things 
that will happen. Its hero is a sheik, but not of the 
standard sheik type. 

Laugh, Clown, Laugh. United Artists—Lon 
Chaney and Herbert Brenon waste valuable time on 
some worn-out hokum. 


_ The News Parade. Fox—Romance and adventure 
in the life of a camera-man, with a few bright spots. 


Fools for Luck. Paramounit—The only word I can 
think of is “lousy.” 


Ramona. United Artists—An excuse for the theatre 
organist to play “Ramona” over and over, and if you 
want to hear ‘“‘Ramona”’ over and over, don't miss 
this. 


His Tiger Lady. Paramount—Not up to the 
Adolphe Menjou standard, but that Ilcaves room for 
it to be pretty good. 

Tempest. United Artists—John Barrymore proves 
that he hasn't forgotten how to act, afterall. It is an 
interesting, well-directed picture. 

Hangman's House. Fox—Beautiful Irish scenes 
and good performances, but not much of a story. 


Street Angel. Fox—lIf you liked Janet Gaynor and 
Charles Farrell in ‘Seventh Heaven," don't see them 
in this turkey. 

_ The Big Noise. First National—Chester Conklin 
is consistently amusing and appealing in an uneven 
satirical comedy. 

Across to Singapore. Metro-Goldwyn—Strenuous 
melodrama on the high seas, in which Ramén Novarro 
proves that he can hit. 

Mother Machree. Fox—Belle Bennett is still the 
most original mother of them all. 

The Trail of 98. Metro-Goldwyn—Dolores Del Rio 
and others in an occasionally impressive and occa- 
sionally silly epic of the gold rusk to Alaska. 

A Girl in Every Port. Fox—Jovially bawdy humor, 
i the hefty Victor McLaglen as a promiscuous 
sailor. 
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Glorious Betsy. Warner Bros.—Another Partially 
talking movie which has virtually nothing to gay 
Dolores Costello is the star. ss 
_ The Gaucho. United Artists—Douglas Fairbanks 
is now back in California, and maybe that sequel to 
“The Three Musketeers” will be along soon. 

Uncle Tom’s Cabin. Universal—What was good 
enough for grandpa is, evidently, good enough for us, 

The End of St. Petersburg, Hammerstein; The 
Man Who Laughs, Universal; Steamboat Bill, jr 
United Artists; Sunrise, Fox; and Wings, Para. 
mount—All recommended. 

The Drag-Net, Paramount, and The Cossacks, 
Metro-Goldwyn—Reviewed in this issue. 


R. E. Sherwood. 





Reading Matters 
Fact 


The —— ~y Woman’s Guide to Socialism and 
Capitalism. y George Bernard Shaw. Brentano's 
—Don't be scared off by the title, gentlemen! 


Psychological Care of Infant and Child. By John 
B. Watson. W.W. Norton—A handbook for modern 
parents. Recommended in the hope that it will 
eliminate children’s foot races in Pullman cars. 

Houdini: His Life Story. By Harold Kellock 
Harcourt, Brace—A remarkable biography of that 
remarkable human, Tells what he did, but not how, 


Tammany Hall. By M. R. Werner. Doubleday. 
Doran—Gleeful account of the patriotic and fraternal 
organization which “takes no part in politics,” ac 
cording to Grand Sachem Olvany. 

What’ll We Do Now? By Edward Longst 
Leonard T. Holton. Simon & Schuster—Sor 
dispelling party games suggested by our n 
inent parlor cut-ups. 


reth and 
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Fiction 


Trader Horn: Volume Two—‘‘Harold the Webbed 
or the Young Vykings.”” By Alfred Aloysius Horm 
and Ethelreda Lewis. Simon & Schuster—Frankly, 
we couldn't get through this one, but then, we've 
lost our taste for boys’ books. 


The Window. By Alice Grant Rosman. Minton, 
Balch—Cool, calm, and delightful. Worth a place 
in your vacation bag. Post-war England, a memorial 
window, and a dead village hero furnish the back- 
ground. 


Caught! By Homer Croy. AHarper’s—One of 
those movie plots: a Woman's Past, and a Greenwich 
Village villain who threatens to Tell All. Maybe 
Mr. Croy had the movies in mind when he wrote it. 


The Fifteen Cells. By Stuart Martin. Harper's 
—A prison governor, held up by a gunman, cites the 
“little slips’’ made by the occupants of the fifteen 
cells. More mental than. emotional. 


Pilgrims of the Impossible. By Coningsby Daw- 
son. Doubleday-Doran—The minister's son who 
loved an actress, his knowing friend who married 
her. Good adult reading. 


Eva’s Apples. By William Gerhardi. 


Not quite ripe. 
And Also 


The Road to Heaven. By Thomas Beer. . .-: 
Quiet Cities. By Joseph Hergesheimer. .. . ..-: 
But Gentlemen Marry Brunettes. By Anita Loos. 
The Virgin Queene. By Harford Powel, Jr.....- 
The Closed Garden. By Julian Green oe 
The Greene Murder Case. By S. S. Van Dine 
Going to Pieces. By Alexander Woollcott.. . The Ways 
of Behaviorism. By John B. Watson. 


Perry Githens. 
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Lire’s Camps 
for Needy Children 


Wext, here we are launched in the sum- 
mer’s work at both the Camps, and the 
little denizens of the Heartbreak Streets, 
down in the terrible slums of New York, 
who have already been sent to us are 
being built up, body and spirit, by splen- 
did holidays in the country. 

We are not given to quoting tragic 
statistics—you'll say that for us—but on 
reading the newspapers a few mornings 
ago we gasped at the statement that in 
1927, in the city of New York, four hun- 
dred and seven children had been killed 
by the trafhc, and twelve thousand, two 
hundred and forty-one had been injured. 

Authorities in the matter of municipal 
playgrounds say that if these children had 
been playing in decent, safe places instead 
of on crowded streets, this list of horrors 
would not be ours to read. 

Lire’s Camps for Needy Children— 
one for Boys at Pottersville, N. J., and 
one for Girls at Branchville, Conn.—pro- 
vide two marvelous playgrounds for the 
litle folks of the tenements—wide, 
healthful, efficient, joy-giving spots in the 
open country where, among the fifty-one 
thousand youngsters that Lire has claimed 
as its guests in the past forty-one years, 
there has never been one serious accident! 

What a record! 

And, surely, without stretching the 
imagination too far, it will be seen that 
some uncared-for boy or some wistful 
little girl will be saved from disaster on 
the streets of New York through being 
sent by you to one of the Camps. Saved 
—just as certainly as though you had 
sprung from the sidewalk into the midst 
of the diabolical trucks and taxis and had 
snatched the child from under the wheels 
and carried him to safety. 

Here is a deed worthy of a real human 
being! 

Twenty ($20) dollars (as we say even 
in our sleep, I think) will pay for one lit- 
tle needy person for eighteen days” at 
either of the Camps. More will take more 
than one child off the cruelly dangerous 
streets. Less will go a good way toward 
accumulating the necessary funds for one 
holiday. So, no matter what you may 
have in your pocket or your bank when 
you finish reading this, send us something 
—please. Ten cents—ten thousand dol- 
lars! All checks should be made payable 
to Lire’s Frese Arr Funp, and sent to 
598 Madison Avenue, New York. 

L. A. F. 





LIFE’S FRESH AIR FUND 


Prey iously acknowledged $2,762.42 
Somebod y"’ 


Robert H. Byles, New London, 
Conn. 

“Friend,’’ Boston, Mass 

In Memory of P. W. L 

Mrs. M. B. Dean, Locust Valley.... 


(Continued on page 36) 


A Magnifwent Yacht 
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¢ Ji M. Yt. HI-ESMARO, built at 
Tebo Yacht Basin from designs by 
Henry J. Gielow, Inc., New York, and 
recently purchased by Mr. H. E. Man- 
ville, New York, is an outstanding ex- 
ample of the ability and craftsmanship 
of this organization. 

No more palatial craft has been 
launched in recent years. 

The Hi-EsMARO is 171 ft. overall 
and powered with two 800 H.P. Bes- 
semer Diesel Engines for a turn of 
speed of 15 knots per hour. This in- 
teresting yacht is especially seaworthy 
and luxurious, not only in its ap- 
pointments, but in its roominess for 
owner and guests. 

The Hi-EsMARoO is absolutely vi- 
brationless, and other unusual features 
include heating, ventilating, cooling 
and refrigerating systems, especially 
designed and perfected for comfort- 
able, leisurely cruising in all waters 
under all climatic conditions. 

Altogether, the H1-EsMARO 1s the 
latest addition to America’s most sump- 
tuous and beautiful pleasure craft. 


TODD DRY DOCK ENGINEERING & REPAIR CORPORATION 


Foot of 23rd Street, Brooklyn, New York 
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“Aut Scissors aut Nullus” 


YEARS BLANK WITH HARDSHIP 


“Is it true you used to sell beer in a New York 
saloon?’’ I once asked John Masefield. 

I did not believe it, because of all the drama- 
tists I have ever met, Masefield is the most self- 
effacing and quiet. 

*‘No, it is not true,’’ Masefield replied. ‘‘I 
never reached that dignity. I used to swab the 
floor."’—Hannen Swaffer, in Variety. 


“Bring me a Samovar and some tea.”—Sub- 
title in a Russian film. 
Yes, and bring me a cow and some milk. 
—Chicago Evening Post. ” 


The Blacksmith Out of Work Becomes a 
Shoe Clerk 


—SonpacsnissE-Strix (STocKHOLM), 











TOO PRACTICAL 

Stupents of an English class in an Indianapolis 
college were asked to make out a list of subjects 
for compositions which they would like to write, 
One girl submitted the following: ‘‘One Won- 

INTO A NOSE DIVE derful Hour,’ ‘“The Happiest Moment of My 
CuILprREN are nothing if not up-to-date in these Life,’’ ‘‘My Ideal Man,”’ ‘‘Moonlight.”’ 
days. There was a sudden cry from the garden, ““But I am not satisfied with this list,”’ she 
where baby was playing. ‘‘Mother, Gerald’s}| % told the class after reading her suggestions. 
crashed!’’ shouted his older brother. “Somehow everything I think of seems so— 

—Daily News and Westminster Gazette. practical.""—Indianapolis News. 





A DOG'S LIFE 
A CHANUTE ice cream manufacturer advertised 
that he would give a cone free to every boy who 
called at the plant and brought along his dog, 
One dog was reported near collapse after 
assisting all the boys in one neighborhood w 
How they view the whole leg in 1928. obtain their cones.—Topeka Journal. 
—L’EsQueLLa pE LA TorraTxa (BARCELONA). 


‘*Pa, what is influence?’’ 
“Influence is what you think you have until 
you try to use it.’’"—Texas Ranger. 








LET IT STAND 





_“His face was lined with anxiety. He was mor 
ried.”—Weekly Paper. 


ANOTHER VERSION Tuis is a misprint for either married or wor- 
ABSENT-MINDED Dentist (to Ais car, as filling- | ried—the same thing, anyhow. 
station employee inserts the hose into the gas —Humorist (London). 
tank): Now breathe deeply.—Louisville Times. 








“Is China really at war?’’ 
° ” a . oe e ~) ee 7 os - ” 
**First Come, First Served! FLOWER garden statistic: Four out of five Not on the first page. : 
have spiraea.—New York World. —Louisville Courier-Journal. 








—Harvarp LAMPOON. 











‘ ° Peete 
reads to oneself approximately twice as fast as 


one talks to others and there is a woman in this e. . A wae: wi, i 
neighborhood who we'll bet could read two } . f 
averaged-sized mystery stories in the course of an 
evening without skipping a word. 

—Ohio State Journal. 
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IF SME EVER READS p % we 
A PROMINENT efficiency expert announces that one Kor \ al 
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OUR COMPLEX MODERN SOCIAL LIFE 


Pearson-Scanpia Correspondence in the Paulsbo, 
Wash., Herald: ‘‘Carl Luttinen and wife, also 
Howard Johnson and wife, were week end visi- 
tors at their respective homes.’’ 

—Detroit Free Press. 


We asked an ex-Navy man whether he 
thought sailors should be called gobs. ‘‘Why 
not?’’ he said. “They wre gobs, ain't they?”’ “‘P’r’aps it wants another flint, mister.”’ 

—Spokane Spokesman-Review. —Lonpon CALLING 
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A FAMILY TIE 


One of the partners in a big Wall Street banking 
house—an investment banker worth many mil- 
lions—has a brother uptown in the cloak and 
suit trade. The two brothers see very little of 
each other, although the cloak-and-suiter often 
calls at the office of his more prosperous banker- 
brother. 

The other day, annoyed by his brother’s re- 
fysal to leave his private office to see him, the 
cloak-and-suiter insisted upon speaking to him on 
the telephone. 

“Js that you, Sidney?’’ asked the cloak-and- 
suiter. 

“Yes, I am Mr. So and So,’ 
“Who are you? I’m very busy.’ 

“You may not remember me; this is your 
brother Nathan. I met you in our father’s 
house.""—New York Evening World. 


* came the reply. 


A BAD DAY FOR GOLFERS 


A GovERNMENT meteorologist that in 
ears there have been only eight more 


asserts 
twenty 
rainy Sundays than rainy Tuesdays. Our im- 
pression, however, is that all eight of these 
occurred last Sunday.—Detroit News. 


ScnHoo.tsoy howler: 
portion of a book which nobody yet has dis- 
covered of any use.’’—Christian Register. 


“‘An appendix is a 
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“*Your fat friend Yvonne writes that she has 
typhoid fever.”’ 
“The cat—she’s going to get thin!’’ 
—Le Rire (Paris). 





ADAPTED 


Wuen lovely woman's hair grows dimmer 
That once was burnished like the rye, 
The only way to save its shimmer 
And keep her lovers, is—to dye. 
—London Calling. 
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The Chap with the snappy line about moths 


Oswald's the sort every hostess adores. 
He upsets the ash trays all over her floors. 

It keeps out the moths,” smiles Oswald. How ever 
Can Ozzie think up things so killingly clever? 


ITs 


If you don't find 
NevasmMox at your 
favorite smoke shop 
just send us $2.50 
and we will ship 
you one postpaid. 


EVASMOK bears the highest endorsement of the Modern Hostess’ Protective 
Association and the Society for the Prevention of Cruelty to Moths. 


Furthermore, it is absolutely smokeless and odorless—and we're not fooling. 


You can stand a Nevasmok on its head without spilling the flake of an ash. 


Yet 


it is as quickly cleaned out as a butter and egg man in the clutches of a hard- 


working blonde. 


You can tip a Nevasmok over but you can’t keep it down. 
about Nevasmok is the way it neatly smothers a glowing cigarette end. 


But the best thing 
“ When 


It’s In—It’s Out” isn’t just a catch line. It is the statement of a profound truth. 


YANKEE METAL PRODUCTS CORPORATION, 507 W. 50th St., New York 


Specialists in artistic smoke accessories 


New York 
ow room :— 
ifth Avenue 
Building 
200 Fifth Avenue 
Room 1121 


Smokeless and Odorless Ash Receiver 


NEVASMOK 2: 


FROM THE DIARY OF OUR OWN 

SAMUEL PEPYS 
Mer this day B. Bliven the editor, and we talked 
about editorial writing, and I spoke of how 
wearisome it is for any writer of opinion to 
wake up on a fine morning and know that he 
had to have some passionate conviction about it. 
And he told me how P. Littell had 
editorial once on the floods in China, with their 
loss of life, and how he had assembled many 
facts, and turned it in, but his editor said, ‘‘But 
there is nothing to say how we feel about it,’’ so 
Mr. Littell added, ‘‘This is deplorable.’’ 

—F. P. A., in New York World. 
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Glass of Soda with tablespoonful Abbott's Bitters a 
good tonic and palatable Sample Bitters by mail, 
25 cts. in stamps. C. W. Abbott & Co., Baltimore, Md. 





WHAT 


man 


ELSE? 

look twice at a fat 
remarked Miss Fe- 
that the 
look is entirely one of consternation,’’ 
—Detroit Free Press. 


‘“‘Any time I see a 
girl with rolled stockings,’ 
second 


licia Fewclothes, ‘‘I conclude 


You may hear any day now of the appli- 
cant for movie stardom being rejected on the 
ground that her grammar doesn't screen well. 

—New York Sun 
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This letter from a Lincoln, Nebraska, 


golfer is the greatest Golf Ball 
Advertisement ever written 


Mr. Charles A. Deklotz and 
a single Spalding Kro-Flite Ball 


break last year's record of 504 holes with a 


new record of 666 holes! 














Lincoln, Nebraska, April 12, 1928 


A. G. Spalding & Bros. 
New York: — 105 Nassau Street 


Gentlemen: 


After seeing your ad in the Golfers Magazine, « 
wherein you guaranteed the Spalding KRO-FLITE for 72 holes —- I 
invested 75c and it was surely the best investment I have ever 
made in a Golf Ball. 


You may wonder why I am bothering you about this 
particular ball. Well here is the story: I have played 666 
holes — 37 rounds — of 18 holes with this particular Ball — my 
old stand-by as I always call it when playing with the Gang. 
There is not a cut on this ball. It is true that I have re- 
painted it several times, as you might know it was bound to 
lose its whiteness. I made up my mind that I was going to play 
with this ball until I either cut or lost it. I kept a card in 
my golf bag pocket and kept track of the number of holes played 
with it, and the above 666 holes is absolutely correct. 


HERE IS THE CROWNING GLORY of the above Ball. This 
P.M. as the enclosed card will show — which is signed by the 
other three of the foursome, myself and the Treasurer of the 
Club — this particular ball pulled the trick of a HOLE in ONE! 
So I will not be able to tell you or any one else how many more 
holes that the ball might have gone without cutting - as I am 
placing this ball on a pension. I am mounting it in a round 
glass paper weight to use on my desk. No doubt that I may have 
to answer a lot of questions why the Golf Ball on my desk — but 
will gladly do so when not too busy. I thought that it would be 
of interest to you to know the number of holes played with one 
of your balls. 

Very truly yours, 

















© 1928, A. G. S. & B. 


J KRO/- FLITE 
each] cents 


NOTE: All golf professionals, all sports dealers, all Spalding stores sell Kro-Flite. 





Ballade of Something to Writ 
About 


Ou, for a hot and unhackneyed theme’ 
Oh, for the thrill of a passion prime! 
Think me a thought, brain, shell out , 
dream; 
Something exciting — in prose 
rhyme! 
Something ecstatic—but not sublime; 
Nothing profound.....I’m a lazy lout. 
Politics—theater—love—or crime... .. 
Just so it’s something to write about! 


Oh, for a fanciful, fresh, extreme, 
Epical view of our day and time! 
Plan me a plot, brain, concoct a scheme 

New and intriguing—in prose of 
rhyme! 
Not metaphysical, though; for I’m 
Over my depth in the realms of 
doubt. ... 
Vaudeville — marriage — or panto 
mime.... 
Just so it’s something to write about! 


Oh, for ideas to fill a ream! 
Pure—or slightly besmirched with 
grime; 
Quicken, brain, kindle... . . Wake up and 
teem! 
Do something snappy—in prose or 
rhyme! 
Something commercial... ..Per worda 
dime; 
Nifty, not hefty... ..Vers libre is out: 
Quatrains or couplets that clang and 
chime..... 
Just so it’s something to write about! 


L’Envo1 
Prince, there are heights no mere hack 
can climb: 
I know my place—I’m a_ humble 
scout..... 
I'll not be choosy.....In prose or 
rhyme— 
Just so it’s SOMETHING to write 
about! 
C. Wiles Hallock. 





LONGEVITY AND DISSIPATION 


(According to Latest Authentic News- 
paper Reports) 
J. E. Carrincton, 92, of Montclair, N. a 
ascribes his longevity to abstinence from 
liquor and tobacco. ; 
Henry Keenan, 97, of Union, N. J, 
ascribes it to moderate use of liquor and 
tobacco. 
Washington Brown, 96, of Nordheim, 
Wis., ascribes it to the use of plenty of 
good whiskey and tobacco. 
W. E. Farbstein. 





THe appearance of automobiles 
with wings in the near future is predicted 
by a manufacturer. In the past, the 
wearers of wings have been recruited 
almost entirely from the pedestrian class. 
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America’s Supreme 
Vacationland 
The Union Pacific West 








Yellowstone « Colorado 
Pacific Northwest and Alaska 
Zion-Grand Canyon 
National Parks 
California + Salt Lake City 


More scenic grandeur, more strange 
displays of nature’s forces, more variety 
of man-made attractions await you in 
this Western wonderland than any- 
where else on earth. 


Among them are mysterious geysers, 
friendly wild animals, lofty mountains, 
great glaciers, enchanting waterfalls, 
lovely lakes, tremendous colored can- 
yons, virgin forests, ancient ruins, 
scores of Pacific beaches, dude ranches, 
cities great and gay. 


Allor any of these playgrounds may be 
visited easily, quickly, inexpensively on 
the fine, fast trains of the Union Pacific 
System, either independently or by 
Escorted All-Expense Tours. 


Low Summer Fares via the Cool 
Summer Route to All the West 


Whether your vacation period is two 
weeks or two months, Union Pacific 
travel experts will gladly plan a com- 
plete itinerary that will suit your purse 
and give you a maximum of sightseeing. 


-CHECK AND MAIL COUPON <<<=4 


General Passenger Agent, Dept. 242 
Union Pacific System, Omaha, Neb. 

Please send me complete information 
including cost, and booklet. 
)Yellowstone DPacific Northwest and Alaska 
California © Dude Ranches (1 Colorado 
Zion-Grand Canyon National Parks 


Escorted All-Expense Tours OD Hawaii 


4 ooooF 








The Sentimental Novelist Takes 
One Glass of Buttermilk Too 
Many 


He stood there, six feet of clean man- 
hood, admiring her fresh beauty—so like 
a rose she was—and bent and tenderly 
kissed the sparse locks. “Dear old dad,” 
he murmured huskily, “you’ve gone 
through hell for me, haven’t you?” “Yes, 
Don,” she answered, the proud tears jew- 
eling her eyes—blue as the sea they were 
—Tait must, win! The Old School comes 
before everything!” He stood before her, 
splendidly erect, chin up. “Little pal o’ 
mine, little rosebud, little dewdrop, little 
pool of clear, clear water! I thought I'd 
met women before, women who were 
great in sacrifice, who stood by their men 
through the long Canadian winter, yes, 
who died that a tiny life might come into 
this old world of ours! But you, girl o’ 
the river, heart o’ mine, you are the ulti- 
mate pal!” “And all you’ve done for me, 
Mother, and I never knew!” she whis- 
pered, her cheek against the rough sleeve 
of his peajacket. “I—I never realized! 
I—I didn’t know how you sewed all 
night, making raincoats, so that—that I 
could—could bea normal school teacher! 
....It’s—it’s wonderful-——” “Pshaw! 
That’s nothing, little friendly girl,” he 
said, blushing like the clean-minded boy 
that he was; “I’d have done as much for 
a dog! Out here in Texas we're glad to 
help a friend. Maybe we don’t talk like 
what you’re used to, and maybe we're a 
bit rough, outside, but underneath, in- 
side, we're clean strain, little pal o’ the 
plains. And if I’ve helped, well, I’m glad. 

..that’s all!” Shy sunset tints flooded 
her elfin face. “Oh, you have helped,” she 
cried. “You Aavel It’s all due to you that 
the reform elements will surely win be- 
yond the railroad tracks!” She trumpeted 
the words—he took her in his arms. Pic- 
tures of his childhood in Kentucky came 
before his eyes as he reverently kissed the 
lovely neck against his shoulder. He could 
hear laughter—smell the magic breath of 
winds from the old garden, hear the 
whispering flight of ducks at sunset 
above the river. The bark of the First 
Sergeant suddenly interrupted his medita- 
tions “Private Oliphant, front and 
center!” As he marched stiffly around the 
end of his company he could see General 
Pershing, stern but just, and beside him 
Foch and Joffre and Pétain and Mangin 
and — yes, there was Bonaparte! They 
were assembled to do him honor, to pin 
upon his faded tunic the Congressional 
Medal. The eyes of the Division were 
upon him proudly, upon Tiny Tim Olli- 
m ae 6 hero, now—the man they 
had called 


Heman Fay, Jr. 





Fairy Story: Once upon a time there was 
a bridge player who said: ‘‘It makes a great 
deal of difference.'’—Boston Transcript. 





You know how an appetizer tickles 
your palate and puts zest in a meal. 
Here's a new kind of appetizer— 
one that gives added flavor to your 
favorite smoke—Squibb’s Dental 
Cream. 


Squibb’s spruces up your mouth 
and sweetens your breath. It fights 
acids and is particularly soothing 
to irritated tissues. The minute, 
clinging grains of Milk of Magnesia 
it contains act as an antacid long 
after the actual brushing,and coun- 
teract the cause of furry, bitter 
smoking tastes. 


Make Squibb’s Dental Cream a 
daily habit and you will be taking 
a lease on a lot of unsuspected 
smoking enjoyment. 4oc at any 
druggist. 

Copyright 1928 by E. R. Squibb & Sons 
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What is due the public 


An Advertisement of the 


American Telephone and Telegraph Company 


Tue Bell System recognizes 
the public requirement for a 
constantly extending and im- 
proving telephone service. 
Last year 4 million telephones were 
either put in or moved. The number 
of local calls not completed on the 
first attempt was reduced by 5 per 
cent. The average time for handling 
toll and long distance calls was re- 
duced from 2 minutes to 114 minutes. 
During the last 5 years the Bell 
System spent $1,800,000,000 on addi- 
tions, and improvements of its plant. 
There is equally a public require- 
ment for safety of principal and 
earnings of the stock of the American 


Telephone and Telegraph Company 


—the parent company of 

the Bell System. Since its 

incorporation in 1885 it has 

never missed paying a 
regular dividend to its stock- 
holders, who now number more than 
420,000. 

The very nature of the telephone 
business necessitates a single inter- 
connected system. The American 
Telephone and Telegraph Company 
accepts its responsibility for a nation- 
wide telephone service as a public 
trust. It is fundamental in the policy 
of the company that all earnings 
after regular dividends and a surplus 
for financial security be used to give 
more and better service to the public. 





RECOGNITION 

Ir was after the opera. The expensively-dressed 
woman approached the broad-shouldered man. 

‘If I am not mistaken,”’ she said, ‘‘I have the 
honor of speaking to the renowned basso, have 
I not?’’ 

He felt flattered. ‘‘And what can I do for you, 
madam?’’ he asked. 

“I can’t find my car,’’ she answered, pleas- 
antly. ‘‘Would you be so kind as to call out 
‘Charlie’ at the top of your voice?’’—Tit-Bits. 





Asout as useless a word as any, in every- 
day circulation, is “‘semi,’’ as in semi-profes- 
sional.—Detroit News. 





PSYCHOPENALYSIS 
Now that sin’s as old-fashioned as Moses, 
Don’t be hard on a brother’s neuroses; 
When he murders for pelf, 
Keep reminding yourself, 
‘*We all have our little psychoses!’’ 
—Saturday Evening Post. 





DIFFERENT IDEAS 

“‘I UNDERSTAND you are in love with a movie 
star.”” 

“I was,’’ said Miss Cayenne. ‘‘But the en- 
gagement is broken. I wanted a quiet wedding 
and he insisted on billboards.”’ 

—Washington Star. 





Sales Talks 


“THE Day is past Mr. Swan when an ip. 
telligent man such as you has to be sold 
on the value of life insurance we po 
longer SELL life insurance Mr. Swan we 
merely SERVE our policy-holders SER. 
VICE is the word in insurance today 
Mr. Swan SERVICE now Mr. Swan | 
have a special policy particularly designed 
for men in your circumstances somethin 
very new a twenty-thousand-dollar pol. 
icy would be just right for you under this 
plan you can educate your children pay 
your burial expenses leave your wife 
happy clear the mortgage off the old 
homestead safeguard your heirs from 
crooks and fake stock salesmen who milk 
this country for millions every year mil- 
lions think of it Mr. Swan and also give 
you a splendid income in your old age if 
you live that long and I know you will 
Mr. Swan you look so hale and hearty 
ha ha in case of death by accident you 
are twice as lucky for a small additional 
fee and if you are permanently disabled 
the postman will bring you a nice check 
every month isn’t that a comforting 
prospect now just what is your age Mr. 
Swan oh surely not why you don’t look 
a day over thirty-five.” 
W. Boyce Morgan. 





WHAT’LL WE DO NOW? 


Tue Cuitp (who has been reading about 
companionate marriage): Come now, 
Mary, let’s play house. You go on down 
the street a few blocks. 





Tue things the average drugstore 
carries nowadays are apt to make you 
sick. 


Foot-loose and 
fancy-free 


THAT'S a short description of 
a gentleman who has just 
missed the top step and is now 
on a non-stop flight down a 
dark stairway. With a handful 
of daylight to aid him, he’d 
have made the descent with 
less haste, but safely and with 
more dignity. 

No one craves such unex- 
pected exercise and the surest, 
safest way to avoid it is to get 
the flashlight habit. That 
means, most of all, keeping 
your flashlight up to par with 
the best of batteries — Ever- 
eady Batteries. They’re loaded 
to the limit with potential 
light—and, last but not least, 
how they last! Insist on gen- 
uine Evereadys when you 
reload. 
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THE LOW-DOWN ON WILL 
ROGERS 
To THE EpiTor OF Lire. 

Sir: 

You ought to be pretty proud of 
your candidate—Will Rogers—and what 
he’s been doing in Kansas City. 

I mean what he did for “Happy” 
Smith’s family. “Happy” was the traffic 
oficer who got shot down in the line of 
duty during the Republican Convention 
by a gang of bank bandits who've been 
terrorizing the town. 

Well, “Happy” left a wife and five 
kids, and everybody in town rose up like 
a body of close kin for those youngsters. 
The delegates from Virginia left ‘em a 
little, and all the newspaper writers and 


notables started a purse and old Will | 


Rogers—bless him—said: 

“Say, this guy Happy must have been 
some guy. All I hear is about Happy. 
More about him than Hoover an’ Curtis. 
It’s “cause he always smiled an’ had a 


hard job takin’ care of traffic. He must | 


have had more friends than anybody in 
town. I got to help Happy’s family.” 

So Will Rogers stayed over a couple of 
days and gave a lecture at one of the big 
local halls. The place was packed, and 
Will promised the best show he ever gave 
in his life. Music—he furnished an or- 
chestra. Every cent was to go to those 
kids. Think of it—pretty near $4,000 was 
turned over to the fund. 

And does Kansas City worship Will 
Rogers? Will Kansas City vote for him? 
All you hear on the streets is, “Say, that 
Will Rogers has got a heart too big for 
even the President’s job.” 

Well, Lire, I just thought you’d like 
to know about this about your nominee. 
You know while we need a man who's 
funny and everything, we’ve got to have 
one that’s bigger than the job we’re go- 
ing to give him. Somebody that sort of 
knows how to treat bad luck—such as 
“Happy” Smith faced. 

James R. Reese. 

Kansas Crry, Mo. 


WITH BEST WISHES 


To tHe Eprror oF Lire. 
Sir: 

For some time I have been in- 
tending to let you know one more read- 
er's opinion of the new Lure, and the 
news of E. S. Martin’s retirement has at 
last stirred me to do so. From now on, 
about the only feature of Lire that will 
be the same as when I first began to read 
it, some thirty years ago, will be the 
heading on the editorial page. I hope 

t Mr. Martin will contribute to Lire 

(Continued on next page) 
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smooth shave quick 
wit o Schick 


Try it yourself. Watch the Schick shave in 
long, eager strokes, smooth to the skin line! 


No other Razor works like the Schick. No 

other shaves like it. No other has blades 

like the Schick. It holds 20 blades. Just a a (old blade 
pull and a push of the plunger when you (hu drops out= 
want to change blades. new blade 


Schick saves time in changing blades and 
cleaning. Saves time in shaving and putting 
away. Gives a better shave. The biggest $5 
value in this man’s world. 
Ask your favorite store, or send us $5 for 
silver-plated model and 20 blades (the gold 
model $7.50). Extra clip of blades 75c. In 
Canada: Silver models with 20 blades, $6.50; yee 
— $10)—Extra clip of 20 blades, ia hb 
1.00. 


MAGAZINE REPEATING RAZOR COMPANY 
285 Madison Avenue, New York 
Canadian Distributors: T. S. Simms & Co., Limited, Saint John, N. B. 
Montreal, Toronto, Winnipeg, Vancouver 











Mopern youngsters have too much 
loving and not enough marriage, while 
their elders have too much marriage and 
not enough loving. : 
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4 Mothersill’s prevents exhaustion, 
* nausea, dizziness and faintness of 
Rent a small car Train Travel. Journey by Sea, 
--.$50.00a week FF Train, Auto, Car or Air in Health 
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Moforing on the 
Ridgepole of France 

. from Biariitz to 

the Riviera via the Pyrenees 


| / HE Pyrenees with the blue 
Biscay at one end, with 
sparkling Biarritz, and the world’s 
smartest diamond-studded Medi- 
terranean coast line at the other; 
from Cannes to Monte Carlo with 
Spain on the right, and Roman 
France with its grand old cities at 
the left...Superbagneres tossed 
up on its sky-high ledge with a 
breath-taking view and a dinner 
on the terrace that one couldn’t 
forget even if the clinking glasses 
ceased toclink.~All these things 
...plus magnificent roads, little 
lost towns to explore on both 
sides of the border, castles perched 
unbelievably in the air...with 
climbing and riding for everybody, 
and the franc not climbing at all. 
e~ Why not cross via‘the longest 
gangplank in the world” on the 
“Tle de France’’,“Paris” or “France” 
in France afloat? «~ Five days to 
Plymouth, England... then Le 
Havre...three hours, Paris. 


French Line 


Information from any authorized French Line Agent, 
z or write direct to 19 State St., New York City. x 


°°, 





Roses and Razzberries 
(Continued from page 33) 


frequently, for his weekly comments on 
things in general are going to be greatly 
missed. While I disagree with him on 
many subjects, I have come to feel almost 
as if he were an old friend. 

By the way, why not get out a real 
| anniversary number about once a year, 
jusing the old black and white cover with 
the frolicking lambs, cupids, etc., the old 
“Aut Scissors aut Nullus,” and so on? 

As to the new Lire, I find all those 
rules or whatever they are rather trying 
to the eyes. The writers all try hard to be 
bright, snappy, rather cynical. It may be 








that I am getting old, but I would prefer | 
some of the quiet humor and whimsical 
sketches of Oliver Herford. And speaking 
of pictures, one page of Otho Cushing’s 
gods and goddesses would be all I would 
need in any one number: Don Herold’s 
acute angles, John Held’s panties, and all 
the rest could be omitted. The new de- 
partments are mostly good, Mr. Suydam’s 
in particular. It was an excellent idea for | 
Lire to venture into new fields such as 
radio and sport. Winchell’s efforts, how- 
ever, give me a pain in the neck. Neither 
do I find Mr. Benchley at all amusing, 
especially when he gets away from his 
own province. (You may wonder why I 
read Lire at all, but there is always some- 
thing good to be found in it.) 

When the summer is over, why not 





give us another good contest? I never ex- 
pect to get any kind of prize, but do get 
a lot of kick out of them. Kay and her 
trip made me realize how little I knew | 
about several places. 

Hoping that you won’t mind a little 
honest criticism, and wishing Lire con- 
tinued success and prosperity, I am, 

Yours truly, 
Joun W. Perkins. 

WasuinctTon, D. C. 





KEEP WILL OUT OF POLITICS 


Rocers CAMPAIGN HEADQUARTERS, 
598 Mapison AvENvE, New York. 

GENTLEMEN: 

I believe that Henry Ford has pro- | 
posed one of the greatest reforms that) 
have been started for many years. 

Will Rogers, by running a side govern- 
ment, can do more to clean up politics 
than any other man in the United States. 
Will is an honest man and is not muffled 
by Wall Street or any other bunch of 
crooks. He is broad-minded, optimistic, 
and can tell the truth without hurting 
anybody’s feelings. 

I agree with the Chicago Evening Post 
that the Democrats will get more votes 





if they nominate Will Rogers than if they 
run Al Smith. But it would not do to| 
spoil the only good man we have by | 
dumping him into politics. 
Now for a successful campaign. 
P. W. Ursauns. 
Lincotn, NEBRASKA. 
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LIFE is— 

Companionable — You can take it, or let it alone; 
skim through the pictures and save the text for later; 
- or read it from the first word in the Will Rogers 
campaign speech, through the informative — but 
_ painless — departments on the theatre, the movies, 
_ sports, radio, crime, and Broadway. Through the 
witty paragraphs, the humorous essays, the edi- 
 torials, Neighborhood News, the Confidential Guide, 
and letters to the editor, to the last word in the last 
advertisement, LIFE is your magazine and you can 
| read it any way you like. 


| Readable — No dragged out fiction, no dragged in 
, padding, no long, dull articles. In text and picture 
| LIFE is all crisp, amusing comment, humor, and 
: information. 


_ Portable — Can be read in any position, anywhere. 
_ Folded once, LIFE slips into a pocket or under an 
| elbow. Carrying it doesn’t label you as Republican, 
_ Democrat, High- or Low-Brow, it merely indicates 
that you enjoy life. 


Available — Easily! One minute’s work with check- 
book and pen does it all. For the price of a thea- 
tre ticket, you are protected for a full year against 
dulness in any form, assured, every week, of the 
best wit and humor in the world, and provided 
with 52 superb decorations for your library table. 
Obey that if 


iving impulse! 


Charge to: Good Living 
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SEND ME LIFE FOR ONE YEAR 
FIVE DOLLARS ENCLOSED 





address. 





} If you want your subscription back-da 
: the Will Rogers Campaign, put a cro 
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LIFE, 598 Madison Avenue, New York. 
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flemens Furnishing Goods, 


MADISON AVENUE COR. FORTY-FOURTH STREET, N. Y. 








Clothes for Midsummer 


Send for Price List of 
| SHIRTS 
BOSTON PALM BEACH NEWPORT 


LITTLE BUILDING PLAZA BUILDING AUDORAIN BUILDING 
Tremont con. Boriston County Roao 220 Beucwwe Avenve 




















Four O’Ciock Appetites 
About four o’clock, down at Lire’s Pottersville Camp, 
every small boy calls loudly for “Food! Food!” And it’s 
right there for him—sandwiches and fruit and milk (though 
the milk failed to have its photograph taken this time). 
These extra rations put the much-needed extra pounds on 
these little chaps from the city streets. 


(Please turn to page 27 for other information about 
Lire’s Camps for Needy Children.) 
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Clear ’round the 
Wide World 
you'll find 


always in superior con- 
dition because perfectly 
corked and bottled only 
with its own natural gas. 


The Finest Sparkling Table Water 


in the World 


Sole Importers: Apollinaris Agency Co. 
Fifth Avenue at 42nd Street, New York 





























New York’s Newest Hotel 


Che Pirradilly 
227 West 45th Street 
At B’way—New York 


Adjacent to Every Ac- 
tivity. 600 Bright 
Sunlit Rooms. Each 
with Bath, Electric 
Fan, Ice Water. 


Single Room and Bath $3.00 
Double Room and Bath $4.50 
Exceptional Restaurant 
and Luncheonette 


Wire at our Expense for 
Reservations 


F. D. SOFIELD, Mng. Dic. 





LIFE’S FRESH AIR FUND 
(Continued from page 27) 
Mr. and Mrs. Frederick Brooks, New 
York 
H. Bartow Farr, New York 
Mary E. Dodsworth, Sharon, Conn.. 
Edward Prizer, East Orange, N. J.. 
H., New York 
J. C. Corbett, New York 
H. C. R., New York 
Theo. Freund, Rye, N. Y 
W. C. Caldwell, Brooklyn 
Eleanor Kerr, New York 
Frank M. Avery, New York........ 
Dr. V. W. Crossman, Brooklyn 
Mrs. Philip M. Stimson, New York. . 
Vincent Astor, New York 
Cynthia Louise Bissell, L. Rufus 
Bissell, Jr., Buffalo, N. Y 
“‘From a Friend,’’ Lumberton, N. J. 
Mrs. Eva Edgar Wright, Brockton, 
Mass. 
John Hancock, Syracuse, N. Y 
W. J. Fitzgerald, Scranton, Pa 
Anon., Jamestown, R. I 
Virginia and Joan Pack, Nantucket, 
Mass. 
Mrs. Loring Holmes Dodd, Worces- 
eee 
John J. Pickman, Lowell, Mass.... 
Maria F. Hunkins, Westerly, R. I... 
Mrs. Edgar W. Abbott, Washington, 
Conn. 
F. W. Ecker, New York 
In Memory of Fitch W. Smith 
Archibald McKinlay, Wayne, Pa.... 
Mr. and Mrs. B. H. Ludlow, Ard- 
more, 
Mrs. H. B. Wilson, Rutherford, N. J. 
E. F. Wyatt, Philadelphia 
L. W., Philadelphia 
Mrs. Frederick George, Watertown, 
— = 
A. W. Dunning, Wilton, N. H 
Gordon Gordon, New York 
Dr. Robert W. Rogers, Plainfield, 
N. J 
Girls of 1-5 Berkeley Institute, Brook- 
lyn 10.00 
Mrs. Wm. Warner Harper, Philadel- 
phia 15.00 
W. J. B., New York 20.00 
In Memory of my Mother 5.00 
L. R. Nash, Westport, N. Y 20.00 
John D. Williams, Brookline, Mass. . 20.00 
A. E. Bishop, Schenectady, N. Y... 10.00 
Mrs. B. H. Hayes, Andover, Mass. . 20.00 
James P. Woodruff, Litchfield, Conn. 5.00 
Saxon B. Gavitt, Lyons, N. Y 10.00 
J. H. Postlethwaite, New York.... 25.00 
Richard M. Robinson, Longmeadow, 
Mass. 
M. F. 
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“Fear not, comrade! I’ve killed worse ones than this with my Flit!” —advt. 


THE DEVINNE-HALL ENBECK COMPANY, INC., PRINTERS, NEW YORK 





Wm. E. Sloan, Rochester, N. Y.... 
Mrs. Henry B. Robb, Haverford, Pa. 
Morley A. Stern, Rochester, N. Y.. 
Herman F. Straw, Manchester, N. H. 
Robert E. Smith, Mauch Chunk, Pa. 
L. B. Elliman, New York 


Mrs. J. H. Young, Hanover, Pa.... 
In Memory of a beloved Son, Hubert 
Ames McGuire 

Davis Given, New York 
**Brownie’s Memory”’ 

A. Benedict, New York 

J. B. Morris, Jr., Saugatuck, Conn.. 
Mrs. Geo. C. Heck, New York..... 
N. D. Sidford, Maplewood, N. J.... 
H. S. K., New Haven 

L. R. Davis, Pelham Manor, N. Y.. 
John C. Howard, Ogdensburg, N. Y. 


Girls’ Camp $20, for Boys’ Camp 
20 
George Whitney, Jr., New York.... 
Robert Bacon Whitney, New York.. 
Martha Phyllis Whitney, New York. 
Elizabeth Beatrice Whitney, New 
York 
Henry W. Banks, Jr. New York.... 
Margaret Anne Pate, Washington, 
»» ¢ 
P. B. W. and T. S. Childs, Jr., Hol- 
yoke, 
Miss E. Donne Zick, Buffalo, N. Y.. 
Miss Mary Elizabeth Mohun, Wash- 
ington, D. C 
Barry Mohun, 


Hannah F. Gillender, Edgewood, Pa. 

M. E. Potter, New York 

Elinor, Anita, George, Bobby and 
Mrs. R. C. Love, New Castle, Pa. 


Mrs. H. W. Chittenden, Burlington, 


Iowa 
Mrs. Samuel M. Prentis, New Lon- 
don, 


Mrs. Robert Spencer, So. Orange, 
N. J 


burgh 
Mrs. W. S. Charnley, Sewickley, Pa. 
Anon, Philadelphia 
Dr. A. V. Salomon, New York.... 
Mrs. J. R. McLellan, Chestnut Hill, 
Mass. 
Aaron Greenberg, Newark, N. J.... 
Perry Woolcock, Jr., Shamokin, Pa. 
Herbert Telsey, Brooklyn 
Elizabeth N. Thatcher, Englewood. . 
{n Memory of Brownie 
Arthur G. Peacock, Jamaica, N. Y.. 
Louis S. Henderson, Frankford, Pa. 
Howard B. Hartswick, Clearfield, Pa. 
Miss M. B. Lathrop, New York.... 
Miss H. Forbes, So. Orange, N. J... 
Mrs. James A. Wales, Stratford, 
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10.00 


20.00 
25.00 
20.00 
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20.00 
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10.00 
10.00 
20.00 
15.00 
15.00 
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40.00 
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$4,789.17 


Lire’s Fresh Arr Funp has been in operation 
for the past forty-one years. In that time it has 
expended $419,278.00 and has given a happy 
holiday in the country to 51,000 poor city chil- 


dren. 


Twenty dollars, approximately, pays for such 
a holiday for some poor child from the crowded, 


hot city. Won't you help? 


Contributions (which are acknowledged ™ 
Lire about four weeks after their receipt) should 
be made payable to Lire’s Fres Arr Funp, and 
sent to 598 Madison Avenue, New York. 
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gpm new Whippet Six, presented as the 
world’s lowest priced Six, has a 7-bearing 
crankshaft, full force-feed lubrication, silent 
timing chain, invar-strut pistons, 4-wheel 
brakes, 109%2-inch wheelbase and a host of 
other features. 


The Whippet Four provides an array of ad- 
vanced mechanical features perfected and 


| EADING THE FIELD 
IN QUALITY AT LOW PRICES 


proved by hundreds of millions of miles of 
owner use. Notable among these superiorities 
are full force-feed lubrication, silent timing 
chain, big 4-wheel brakes, unsurpassed econ- 
omy, and remarkable speed and liveliness. 


Whippet bodies are attractive, roomy and 
comfortable, with wide seats, exceptional leg 
room, and narrowcorner posts for clear vision. 


Willys-Overland, Inc., Toledo. Ohio. Willys-Overland Sales Co., Ltd., Toronto, Canada 
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FOURS 
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Whippet prices range from $455 to $610. Whippet Six prices $615 to $770. 
Prices f. 0. 6. Toledo factory and specifications subject to change without notice, 





“Personally, I smoke for pleasure” 


W hen enjoyment iz the first 


consideration, the overwhelming choice is 


1928, R. J. Rayasids Tobgoee ( | / \ | . | 
mpany, Winston-Salem, N. 





